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P R E F A C E. 


HES E Satires have been favourably recei- 
ved at home and abroad. I am not conſcious 
of the leaſt malevolence to any particular perſon 
through all the characters; though ſome perſons 
may be ſo ſelfith, as to engroſs a general application 
to themſelves. A writer in polite letters ſhould be 
content with reputation; the private amuſement he 
finds in his compoſitions; the good influence they 
have on his ſeverer ſtudies; that admiſſion they give 
him to his ſuperiors; and the poſſible good effec 
they may have on the public; or elſe he thould join 
to his politeneſs ſome more lacrative qualification. 


But it is poſſible, that ſatire may not do much 
good: Men may riſe in their affections to their fol- 
lies, as they do to their friends, when they are abu- 
ſed by others : It is much t be feared, that miſcon- 
duct will never be chaſed out of the world by Sa- 
tire; all therefore that is to be ſaid for it, is, that 
miſconduct will certainly be never chaſed out of the 
world by Satire, if no Satires are written: Nor is 
that term unapplicable to graver compoſitions. E- 
thics, Heathen and Chriſtian, and the Scriptures 


A 3 themſelves, 
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themſelves, are, in a great meaſure, a Sie ont 
weakneſs and iniquity of men; and ſome part 0. 
that Satire is in verſe too: Nay, in the firſt ages, 
Philoſophy and Poetry were the fame thing; wiſdom 
wore no other dreſs : So, I hope, theſe Satires will 
he the more cafily pardoned that misſortune by the 
i2vere. Nav, Hifterians theinielves may be conſider- 
d as Satirills, and Satiriſts moſt fevere ; ſince ſuch 
ure moſt nume uw actions, that to reite, is to ee 
: las 1. 


No man can converſe much in the world, but, at 
what he meets with, he muſt either be inſenſible, or 
grieve, or be angry, or ſmile. Some paſſion (if we 
are not impatſive) muſt be moved; for the general 
conduct of mankind is by no means a thing indife- 
rent to a reaſonable and virtuous man. Now to 
{mile at it, and turn it into ridicule, I think moſt e- 
ligible; as it hurts ourſelves leaſt, and gives vice and 
tolly the greateſt offence : And that for u reaſon ; 
becaute what men aim at by them, is, generally, pu- 


bplic opinion and eſteem ; which truth is the ſubject 


of the following Satires ; and joins them together, 
as ſeveral branches from the ſame root : An unity 
of deſign, which has not, I think, in a ſet of jatires, 
been attempted before. 


Laughing at the miſconduct of the world, will, in 

a great meaſure, eaſe us of any more diſagreeablc 
pation about it. One paſſion is more effectually dri- 
ven out by another, than by reaſon ; whatever ſonie 
may teach: For to reaſon we owe our paſſions ; Had 
we not reaſon, we ſhould not be offended at what 
| we 
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we find amils: And the Cerro e ˖ms rot to be the 
natural cure of any £7: . | 


Moreover, Lau%ins Satire i ds the ſaireſt tor fac- 
ceſs ;: The world is too proud to be fond of a teri; 
tutor; and when an Author is it a puttin, the laugh, 
generally, as in converſation, turns aguitl hin. 
This kind of Satire only has any delicacy in it. Or. 
this delicacy Horace is the beit maſter: He appears 
in good humour while he ceaſures ; and therefore 
his cenſure has the more wetght, as luppoicd to pra- 
ceed from judgment, not from patiicn. Fuvenal is 
ever in a paiſion ; Fle has little valuable but his elo- 
quence and morality : The lalt of which I have had 
in my eye; but rather for emulation, than unitation, 
through my whole were. 


But though I comparatively condemm Juvenal, in 
part of the ſixth Satire (where the occation moſt re- 
quired it), I endeavoured to touch on his manner; 
but was forced to qui: it toon, as diſagreeable to the 
writer, and reader too. Beilvan has joiued %% tlie 
Roman Sutiriſts with great tucceis; but has too 
much of 7:wennt in his very terious Sure ſ on Wo— 
man, which thould have been the gayeſt of all. An 
excellent critic of our own commends Bννb—l.v's cloſe- 
neſs, or, as he calls it, Preyrrc/s, particularly; ; where- 
a5, it appears to me, that repetition is his tault, it 
any aan ſhould be * to him. 


There are ſome proſe Satirills of the greateit de- 
licacy and wit; the laſt of which can never, or ſhould 
never, ſuccced without the former. An Author with- 
out it, betrays too great 2 contempt tor mankind, 
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and opinion of himſelf; which are bad advocates for 
reputation and ſucceſs. What a difference is there 
between the merit, if not the wit, of Cervantes and 
Rabelais? The laſt has a particular art of throwing 
a great deal of genius and learning into frolic and 
jeſt ; but the genius and the ſcholar is all you can 
admire ; you want the gentleman to converſe with 
in him: he is like a criminal who receives his lite 
for ſome ſervices; you commend, but you pardon 
too. Indecency offends our pride, as men; and our 
unaffected taſte, as judges of compoſition : Nature 
has wiſely formed us with an averſion to it; and he 
that ſucceeds in ſpight of it, is O, aliena venia, quam 
ua providentia tutior. | 


Such with, like falſe oracles of old (which were 
wits and cheats), ſhould ſet up for reputation among 
the weak, in ſome Bæotia, which was the land of o- 
racles; for the ue will hold them in contempt. 
Some wits too, like oracles, deal in ambiguities ; but 
not with equal ſucceſs : For though ambiguities are 


the fr? excellence of an impoltor, they are * laft 
of a wit. 


Some ſatirical wits and humouriſts, like their fa- 
ther Lucian, laugh at every thing indiſcriminately : 
which betrays ſuch a poverty of wit, as cannot af- 
ford to part with any thing; and ſuch a want of 
virtue, as to poſtpone it to a jeſt. Such writers en- 
courage vice and folly, which they pretend to com- 
bat, by ſetting them on an equal foot with better 
things: And while they labour to bring every thing 
into contempt, how can they expect their own parts 

thould 
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ſhould eſcape? Some Freneh writers particularly, 
are guilty of this in matters of the laſt conſequence ; 
and ſome of our own. They that are for leſſening, 
the true dignity of mankind, are not ſure of being 
ſucceſsful, but with regard to one individual in it. It 
is this conduct that juitly makes a wit a term of re- 


FO proach. 


Which puts me in mind of Platz's fable of the 
birth of Love: one of the prettieſt fables of all anti- 
quity ; which wilt hold likewife with regard to mo- 
dern poetry. Love, ſays he, is the ſon of the goddet; 
Poverty, and the god of riches He has from his 
father his daring genius; his elevation of thought; 
his building caltles in the air; his prodigality; his 
neglect of things ſerious and uſeful; his vain opi- 
nion of his own merit; and his affectation of preie- 
_ rence and diſtinction : From his mother he inherits 
his indigence, which makes him a conſtant beggar 
of favours ; that importunity with which he begs ; 
his flattery ; his ſervility; his fear of being deſpiſed. 

which is inſeparable from him. This addition may 
be made; viz. That Poetry, like Love, is a little ſub- 
ject to blindneſ;, which makes her miſtake her way to 
preferments and honours ; that the bas her ſatirica! 
quiver ; and, laitly, that ſhe retains a dutiful admi- 
ration of her fatfer's family; but divides her tavours,_ 
and 3 lives with her mather's relations. 


However, thisi is not neceſſi 95 but cſeice: Were Wit- 
dom her governeſs, ſhe might have much more of 


the father than the mother; eſpecially in ſuch an age 
25 this, which ſhews a due paſſion for her charms. 
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Y verſe is Satire; Doxs Er, lend your ear, 
And patronize a mule Jou cannot fear. 
To poets ſacred is a Do«stT's name: 
Their wonted paſſport through the gates of tam” 
It bribes the pai tial reader into praile, 
And throws a glory round the thelter'd lays : 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
And gives applauſe to B e, or to me. 
But you decline the 7i/treſ5 we purſue; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satire, true to virtue's cauſe 
Thou ſhining ſupplement. of public laws ! 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
3 our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
A 6 When 
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When þ::rchas'd fellier, from each diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 


When the Law thews her teeth, but dares not bite, 


And S2uth-ſea treaſures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 
Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wt ; 

When men grow preat from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 

When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore ; 


To chafe our ſpleen, when themes like theſe increaſc, 


Shall Panegyric reign, and Cenſure ceaſe? 

Shall Peoefy, like Law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Athiop white, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe thines, as trophies on a p? 
Shall fun'ral cloquence her colours ſpread, 
And fcatter roſes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors ſinile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 

And /atiriſe with nothin;; - but their praiſe ? 
Why ſlumbers Pore, who leads the tuneful train, 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donn, DorsetT, DxvpEx, RochEsTER, are dead, 
And guilt's chief foe, in Abpisox, is fled; 
CoxcrEve, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal, while others run, 

He wiil not write; and (more provoking ſtill!) 
Ye gods ! he will not write, and Mzvivs will. 
Doubly diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 

Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 
The courtly “ Roman's ſhining path to tread, 


And ſharply ue prevailing folly dead? 


® HORACE, 
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Will ao ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Though vain the ſtrife, I'll ftrive my voice to raiſe. 
What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe ? 

The Love of Praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns, more or lets, and glows, in ev'ry heart: 
The proad, to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 

The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 

O'er globes, and ſceptres, now on thrones it ſwells ; 
Nov, trims the miduight-lamp in college cells: 
"Tis Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in ſenates, 1queaks in maſquerades. 
Here, to S — 's humour makes a bold pretence 3 
There, bolder, aims at P—y's eloquence. 

It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with /ife ; but nods in table plumes, 
Adorns our hear/e, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud? ' he pimp is proud to ſee 
So many like himſelf in high degree: | 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed ; © 
And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims hn 
To ſlaughter, gluries in his gilded horn. 

Some g9 to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One way they hol, another way they ſteer, 

Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 

And when thei fins they ſet ſincerely down, 

They'll find that their religion has been one. 
Others with withful eyes on g/ory look, 

When they have got their picture tow'rds a book; 

Or pompous title, hike a gaudy ſign, 

Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 


1 
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If at his title T-— had dropt his quill, 
T—— might have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill. 
But T—— alas! (excuſe him, it you can) | 
Is now a ſeribbler, who was once a man. | 
Imperious ſome a claſſic fame demand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings tor ene word, 
While 4's depos d, and B with pomp re/tor'd. 
Some, for renown, on ſcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they gute. | 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd ; 
Both ſtrive to make our pv2rty our pride. 
On glaſs how witty 1s a noble peer ? 
Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear? 
Polite diſeaſes make ſome ideots vain; | 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we lee ; 
And (franger (till!) of block heads? flattery ; 
Whoſe praiſe defames; as if a fool ſhould mean, 
By ſpitting on your face, to make it clean. 
Nor is't enough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Al Ynonsus his Creator blame: 
EmyEepocLes hurPd down the burning ſeep : 
And (ſtronger ſtill!) made Ax EXA DER weep. 
Nay, it holds DeL1a from a ſecond bed, 
Though her lov'd lord has four half months been 
dead. 
This paſſion with a pimple ave I ſeen 
Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the ſpleen. | 
By this inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot!) 


Some lords have learn d to ſpell, and ſome to . | 
c 


—— — 
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It makes GLoBost a ſpeaker in the houſe; 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 
It makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And I the little hero of each tale. 
Sick with the Love of Fame, what throngs pour ing 
Unpeople court, and leave the nate thin? 
My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt degun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homes! with thy epic rules, 
To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 
Satire! had I thy DoxserT's force divine, 
A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line; 
Though for the fin ſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the laſt, all Gre/ham intercede. 
Bix. Who firlt the catalogue thall grace? 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 
My lord comes forward ; forward let him come ! 
Ye vulgar! at your peril, give him room: 
He ſtands for fame on his forefathers” feet, 
By heraldry, prov'd valiant or diſcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe ? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 
You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
Men ſhould preſs forward in fame's glorious chace; 
Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the race. 
Let high birth triumph! What can be more great? 
Nothing —but merit in a low eltate. 
To virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
Vice, though deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe ; 
The fool, or knave, that wears a title, hes. | 
They 
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They that on glorious anceſtors . 
Produce their debt, inſtead of their diſcharge 
Doss r, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. ; 
Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the muſe muſt own- 
We want not fools to buy that Bri/fto/ ſtone. 
Mean ſons of earth, who, on a South-fea tide 
Of full ſucceſs, ſwarm into wealth and pride. 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Ausris' gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 
When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe ! 
And a rich knave's a /ibe/ on our laws. 
Brus with ſolid glory will be crown'd; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound ; 
But builds himſelf a name; and, to be 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate ! 
Ju coſt and grandeur, C—— des he'll out-do ;. 
And, B ton, thy taſte is not ſo true. 
The pile is finiſh'd ; ev'ry toil is paſt ;. 
And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; 
When, lo! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 
And leaves ſtate- rooms to rangers and to dunr. 
The man who builds, and wants where with to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly ſeat, 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? | 
In ſmaller compaſs lies Promartion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues, are his lame: 
Not F -s ſelf more Purian charms has known; 
Nor is good P— - ke more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn bis VExus into gold. 


a 
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% No, ſirs, he cries ; I'll ſooner rot in jail, 

« Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Enxgliſh bail!“ 

Such heads might make their very buſtos laugh: 
His daughter itarves ; but Cr.corarrA's ſafe. 

Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, 

May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit: 

The rich may be polite ; but, oh! tis fad 

To fay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 

By your revenue meaſure your expence; | 

And to your nd and acres join your ſenſe. 

No man is bleſs'd by accident or gueſs ; 

True wiſdom is the price of happineſs : 

Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage ; 

And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 

But how, my mule, canſt thou reſiſt fo long 

The bright temptation of the Courtly throng, 

Thy molt inviting theme? The court affords 

Much food for ſatire ;—it abounds in lords. 

What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin!“ 

One is juſt out, and one as lately in. 

% How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 

« On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride?“ 

Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns through all, 

Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 

As in its home it triumphs in 4igh place, 

And frowns a baughty exile in diſgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 

Which bloom, like Aazon's, to their raviſh'd fight : 

Some lords it bid: refgn ; and turn their wands, 

Like Moszs', into ſerpents in their hands. 

Theſe fink, as divers, for renown ; and boaſt, 

Wich pride inverted, of their honours loſt. 


But. 
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But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal ſin, 
To boalt of merely being out, or in. = 
What numbers here, through odd ambition ſtrive, ö 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive? 
As if by joy, deſert was underſtood ; 
And all the fortunate were //e and good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely dreſt by * MonTevir, and grimace, 1 
They take their b:rth-day ſuit, and public face: ) 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, | 
Put off at night, with lady B——-*s hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad? | 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. | 
What numbers, here, would into fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit, in the coxcomb's dance ; 
The tavern! park! afſembly ! maſk ! and play! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day! 
That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town! 
Call it diver/ion, and the pill goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, ffoic- like, ſupport, 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the awi/e and goods 
Þ But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. | 
| High ſtations fumult, but not bliſs create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great: 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 
I envy none their pageantry and thow ; 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods! wich mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene; 5 | 
| No 


A famous Taylor. | 
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No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur, there - 
There pleating objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt ; 
The ene is raviil'd, and the [4:7 18 bleſt; 
On every thorn delighttul witdom grows; 
In every rill a ſweet initruction flows. 
But ſome, an,, ov'erhear the whiſp'ring rill, 
In ſpite of ſacred leifure, blockheads ſtill: 
Nor thoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the drawing-rom. 
The Szuire is preud to fee his courſers ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hirrorirus (whole drink is ale, | 
Whoſe erudition is a Chrifimas-tale, 
Whoſe miltreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, _ 
And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Rincwoop opens on the tainted ground, 
Is that 2% praiſe ? Let Rinowoop's fame alone; 
Juſt Rixowood leaves each animal his own; 
Nor envies, when a gypſy you commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have faid, 
And then-alk pardon for the 7e you made. 
_ Here breathe, my muſe! and then thy taſk renew 
Ten thouſand fools untung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer lay- atheiſts made by church · debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates ; 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords, to Scat diſcreetly bend: 
And fewer /hocks a ſtateſman gives his Friend. 

[s there a man of an eternal vein, 


Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 


At 
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At Bath, in ſummer, chants the reigning laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles, as the waters pals ? | 
Is there a tongue, like DtL14's ver her cup. | 
That runs for ages without winding up? | 
Is there, whom his fenth Epic mounts to fame? 
Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme: 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad; 

For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad? 


* 
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Y muſe, proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd end ; 
Though teilt and danger the bold task attend. 
Heroct and Gods make other poems fine; 
Plain ſatire calls for ſenſe in every line: 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe * ' 
All friends to vice and folly are thy foes. 


When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage; 


*Tis moſt ill-nature to repreſs thy rage: 

And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler muſe excite, 
Pl glory in the verſe I did zot write. 

So weak are human kind by nature made, 


Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice money's, 


Almighty vanity / to thee they owe 


Their ze of pleaſure, and their ba/m of woe. 


Thou, like the ſun, all co/ours doſt contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 


For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 


Though hiſs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 
i HieeoLiTus demands the Hh crown; 


| But Froxio's fame, the product of a ſhower, 


Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower! 

Why teems the earth? Why melt the vernal ſkies? 

Why ſhines the ſun ? To make Paul Dzack rife. 
From 


+ This refers to the firſt Satire. 
* Tac name of a tulip, 
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From morn to night has FLoxto gazing ſtood, 
And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good; 
What ſhape ? What hue? Was ever nymph ſo fair? 
He doats ! he dies! he too is r--ted there. 

O ſolid blifs ! which nothing ean deſtroy, 

Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 


In fame's full bloom lies Froxio down at night, 


And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight; 
The tulip's dead! See thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
OC ! and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd, all; 


Beware, O Floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 


A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame ; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Anam was his name; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 


Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; 


But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour: WT 

Herag'd! heroar'd! © What demon cropt my flow'r?” 

Serene, quoth Apan, Lo! 'twas cruſht by me; 

«© Fall is the BaaL to which thou bowꝰdſt thy knee.” 
But all men want amuſement ; and what crime 

In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time? 


None: but why proud of this? To fame they ſoar 3 ; 


We grant theyre idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
We imile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy : 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we molt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 
What's he who ſighs for wealth, or f. ame, or Power ? 
Another Frox io doating on a flower; 
A thort-liv'd flower ; and which has aw ſprung 
From ſordid arts, as Frokio's out of dung. 
With what, O Covrus ! is thy fancy ſmit? 
The fer of learning, and the (m of wit. 
| 5 Thy 
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Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
| And ErricTETvus is a perfect beau. 
| How fit for thee, bound up in crimſon too, 
Gut, and, like them, devoted to the view? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard ; 
And T— x, turn'd upholiterer, fend home 
The gilded leather to ft up thy room. 
It not to ſome peculiar end deſign'd, 
| Stu? 2's the ſpecious 77 ifting of the mind ; ; 
| Or is at belt a ſecondary aim, 
| A. chace for hrt alone, and not for game. 
| it fo, fure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 
| On buying books Lox EN z long was bent, 
Dut found at length that it reduc'd his rent; 
ilis farms were flown; when, lo! aſale comes on, 
X choice collection! what is to be done? 
Te ſells his 4%; for he the whole will buy; 
Seils ev'n his houſe; nay, wants whercon to lie: 
So hizh the generous ardour of the man 
For Rmun;, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 
When terms were drawn, and brought him by the 
| clerk, 
| Lozexzo ſign'd the bargain—with his meh 
Unlearned men of banks aſſume the care, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
Not in his authors” /iveries alone 
| Is Copxus' erudite ambition ſhown : | 
Lditions various, at high prices bought, | 
Inform the world what Coprus would be theug! t ; 
And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed 
To pay a ſage, who /ays that he can read; 


| Who 
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Who t:tles knows, and indexes has ſeen ; 


But leaves to what lies between; 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud EXPENCE, 
And humbly is contented with their ese. 
O , whoſe accompliſhments make good 
The promiſe of a long illuſtrious blood, 
In arts, and manners eminently grac'd, 
The ſtricteſt Honour! and the fineſt taſte ! 
Accept this verſe ; if Satire can agree 
With ſo conſummate an humanity. 
By your example would Hirtario mend; 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 

Who, with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit! 

But time his fervent petulance may cool; 

For though he is a wit, he is no fool. 

In time he'll learn to , not waſte his ſenſe 3 ; 
Nor make a /+ailty of an excellence, 

He ſpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to wad. 
Like doam's-day, all the faults of all mankind. 

What though wir tickles? tickling is unſafe, 
If Rill "tis painful while it makes us /augh. 

Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 

Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 
Parts may be prais'd, gaad-natu/e is ador d; 

Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your word: 

And never on the wweat ; or you'll appear 

As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 

So wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet: 

Their want of edge from their offence is fred; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen, 
The fame men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the /e/ter, when the jokes unkind. 


Since 
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Since Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment, what place fo fit? 
His moſt facetious “ letters came to hand, 
Which wy Firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand: 
If that a juſt offence to Mac us gave, 
Say, Maxcvs, which art thou, a Fl, or Axatde? 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore; 
That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before: 
1 know thee now, both what thou art, and wh: - 
No maſk ſo good, but Mazcvs mult ſhine through: 
Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing vel/ - 
But thou a brave neglect of /azze haſt ſhown, 
Of others? fame, great genius! and thy ow7. 
Write on unheeded; and this maxim know, 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. 
In malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull. 
Their peeviſh reaſon ; vain of being dull; 
When ſome home joke has ſtung their /clemn ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine - to be «1s ; 
Through ſpleen, that little nature gave, make 4 10 
Quite zealous in the way of hcavineſ ; 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take; 
And diſinherit ſons that are awake. 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you—* He's a wit.” 
Poor zegroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To cacodemons, ſay, they're der? liſh wh ite. 
Lameripivs, from the bottom of his breaſt, 
Sighs o'er one child: but triumphs in the reſt. 
Howe juſt his grief” one carries in his head 
A lefs proportion of the father” s lead; 


® Letters ſent to the Author, Ganed Marcus. | 
| B | And 
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And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 
To riſe above a juſtice of the peace. 

The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn ; 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 


Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 


Who with much pains, exerting all his ſenſe, 


Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 


The booby father craves a booby ſon ; 
And by Heav'n's 3leſing thinks himſelf 3 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea; 
One learns to % ; another, not to ſee: 
Miſs D, totterii-g, catches at your hand: 
Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand? 


Whilt theſe, what nature gave, Os through 


pride, 


Others affect what nature has deny'd; 


What nature has deny'd, fools will purſue : 
As apes are ever walking upon two. 
 Craczus, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport! 


Supports grave forms ; for forms the ſage ſupport. 


He hems ; and cries, with an important air, 


If yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair:“ 


Then quotes the Stag yrite, to prove it true; 
And adds, The learn'd delight in ſomething new.” 


Is' t not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 


But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead ? 

As far a formalift from wiſdom fits, 

In judging eyes, as /ibertines from wits. 
Theſe ſubtle wights (to blind are mortal men, 


Though Satire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 


For ever will hang out a ſolema face, 
To put off nonſenſe with a better grace: 


— _ 
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— — 
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As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 
Illuſtrious mark ! where pins are to be fold. 
What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd? 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſcnſe can artifice diſdain ; 

As men of wealth may venture to go iin: 


And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 


Solemnity's a cover for a ot. 


I find the fol, when I behold the ee; 


For *tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſen. 
Hence, —, that openneſs of heart, 
And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic art ; 


Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly free, 


Which all admire, and | commend, in thee. 
With generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court and town the noontide maſquerade ; 
Where ſwarms of 4nves the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide ſecure behind a naked face ? : 
Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind ; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who truſts a brother, is undone? 
Theſe all cheir care expend on outward ſhow. 


For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the bear. 


Of late at Wuirs's was young FLortLLo (een ! 


How blank his look! how diſcompos'd his mien! 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 
Sunk were his ſpirits ; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace; 


His health was mended with a „ver lace. 


A curious artiſt, long inur'd to toils 


Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 


Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir'd, 


So touch'd his curl, his mighty ſoul was fir'd. 
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The well-ſwola ties an equal homage claim, 

And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; 

His ſumptuous watch-caſe, though conceal' it lies, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 

He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain !) 
ST——PE1N wit, in breeding D—L—E. 
Whene'er, by ſceming apa. he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflect his Jyrian dye, 
With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart ! 
But fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 

In active meaſures, brought from France, he wheels, 
And triumphs, conſcious of his learned heels. 

So have ] ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 

A calf of genius, debonnair and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 

Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. 
Moros is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. | 
No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear ; 

Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſts appear. 
A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe ; ” 
One day his wife (for who can wives lee ') 
LevelPd her barb'rous xeed!e at his fame: 
But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 
And, while ke ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling rent : 
Where yawn'd the ſrieze is now become a doubt; 
And glory, at ere entrance, quite ſhut out 
He ſcorns FLoreL io, and FLoRELLO him 3 3 

This hates the fl creature ; that, the prim - 
Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 


0 Mirror. 


Their 
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Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The laren and the ling ure the fame. 
Ve whigs and tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party- rage too warmly you purſue ; 
Then both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
And folly joins whom /eniiwrents divide. 

You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glaſs ; | 
While both are re and hencetorth be it known, 
Fools of both ſides fhall ſtand for fools alone. 
„But who art Thou ?”? methinks FLoxtLLo cri; : 
« Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe:”? 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a twitch, 

As eroſſing ſtraws retard a paſling witch, 
FrorELLo, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 

Pl conjure thus ſome profit out of Her. 

O THou myſelf ! abroad our counſels roam, 

And, like ill huſbands, take no care at home : 

Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart ; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? 
Know, fame and forture both are made cf proſe. 

Is thy ambition ſweating for a u, 

Thou unambitious focl, at this lute time ? 

While I a moment name, a moment's paſt; 

I'm nearer death in 25: verſe, than the 1/8. 

What then is to be done? Be wile with ſpeed ; 

A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo fooliſh as the chace ef fame? 

How vain the prize? how impotent our aim? 

For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 

That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born, and f:rg2t, ten thouſand in an hour? 
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ONG, mene in debt, 1 long have W 
T0 eaſe the burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſee; 
Grant him two favours, and he'll aſk for tree - 
For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain? 
You give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain. 
You love and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 
And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 
Though prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with all the malice of a friend; 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But, more to raiſe my verſe, conceal y our own. 
An ill-tim'd modeſty ! turn ages o'er, 

When wanted Britain bright examples more? 
Her learning, and her genius too, decays, 
And dert aud cold are her declining days; 
As if men now were of another caſt, 
They meanly live oz a/ms of ages paſt. 
Men ſtill are men; and they who boldly dare, 

Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair ; 
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Or, if they fail, they jultly ſtill take place 

Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace ; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring ſome new materials, and what's old 
New caſt with care, and in no b-rr9wd mould; 
Late times the verſe may read, it theſe retule 
And from ſour critics vindicate the mute. 

« Your work is long, the critics cry. Tis true, 
And lengthens till, to take in fools like you! 
Shorten my labour, if its length. you blame z 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As huated hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Ae, 

That picks the teeth of the dire cracadile, 

Will L enjoy, (dread tcalt :) the critic's rage, 

And with che fell erer tecd my page. 

For wh.t ambicious tools are more to blame, 

Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name? 

Good authors damn d, have their revenge in fi, 

To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miss. 
Barzurius, muiltcd in his tante cloak, 

Like an old Druid from his hollow vat, 

As ravens ſolemn, and as being, cries, 

Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities!“ 

Ve doctors ſage, who through Parnaſſus teach, 

Or quit the tub, or practiie what you preach. 

One judges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

Aa author's principles, or parentage ; 

Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 

The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well. 

| ES B4 Another 
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Another judges by the writer's loot : 
Another judges, for he bought the book 5s 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to fleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very belt anbitiouſly adviſe, 
Half to ferve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 
Critics on verſe, as /quzzbs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling fry 
Burn, lifs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends! what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 
Not all on bobs their criticiſe waſte: 
The genius of adh ſome juſtly taſte, 
And eat their way to fam? ; with anxious thought 
The /almon is retus'd, the turbot bought. 
I:;npatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May ; 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The bufineſs of their lives, that is —22 dire. 
IILuf of their precious day they give the feaf; 
And to a kind dein ſpare the reſt. 
Apleivs, here, the taſter of the town, 
Feeds twice a-week, to ſettle their renown. 
Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The ſacred annals of their bi/ls of fare; 
In thoſe choice books their panegyrics read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, * 
Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 
To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame: 
- | Their 
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Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks; 
They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 
_ Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
Ii hen turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 
And H-—y's eyes, unmercifully keen, 
Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne er was ſeen.. 
Nic Ex adopts ſtray libels ; wiſely prone 
To covet ſhame (till greater than his own. 
BaTHyYLLvUs, in the winter of threeſpore, 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abſence of. mind BaABAN TiO turns to fame, 
Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name 5 
Has words and thoughts in nice diſarder ſet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
Thus vain, not knowing what adorns, or blots. 
Men forge the patents, that create them lots. 
As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 

So moit grow infamous through love of praiſe. 
But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 
When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deipile 

For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can ev'n Satire blame them; tor, tis true, 

They have moſt ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou wait meant 
A nurſe of Vals, to ſtock the continent. 
Though Proteus and the Nine for ever mow, . 
Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 
Till 1 furpaſs in length my lawyer's bill; 
A Weren deſcent, which well-paid heralds dam2 
Or, longer ſtill, a Durcaman's epigram. 
When, cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In comes a coxcomb, and [ write again. 
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See Tirvxus, with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere he hears the jeſt : 
What need he ſtay ? for when the joke is o'er, 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of theſe, ye fair! ſo great a dearth, 
That you need purchaſe monie) for your mirth ? 
Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire ; 
Of horſes fome ; nay, houſes that they hire - 
Some (perfect wiſdom !) of a beauteous .] ?; 
And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 


Sometimes, through pride, the ſexes change their 


| airs ; 

My lord has vapours, and my lady wear: 
Then, ſtranger ſtill ! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breectes, and my lady's kind. 

To ſhew the ſtrength, and infamy of pride, 

By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too? 
Vincexxa knows ſe/f-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 
And therefore lays a iratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe, 
To win applauſe ; and takes it by ſurprize. 
«+ To err,” ſays he, in ſmall things, is my fate.” 
You know your anſwer, he's exact in great. 
« My „ile, fays he, is rude and full of faults.” 
But oh ! what ſenſe ! what energy of thoughts ! 
That he wants algebra, he muit confeſs ; $ 
But not à ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs. 
«© Ah; That's an hit indeed,” Vincenna cries ; 
« But who in heat of blood was ever wile ? 


« T own 'twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me back, 


To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd, attack; 
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« All ſay, twas madneſs; nor dare I deny; 

Sure never fool ſo well deferv'd to die.“ 

Could th deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in hee; 

Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 

So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 

Thou on one flecve wilt thy revenues wear; 

And haunt the court, without a praſpect there. 

Are theſe expedients for renown ? Confeſs 1 

Thy little elf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. of 
Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forſake; 

Our fortunes there, nor fu, nor 7, ſhall make. 

Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 

In hardy ſervice make a long campaign; 

Moſt manfully beſiege their patron's gate, 

And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 

With painful art, and application warm, 

And take, at laſt, ſome little place by ſtorm ; 

Enough to keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 

And ſtarve upon diſcreetly, in Sheer Lune. 

Already this thy fortune can afford ; 

Then ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 

"Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer ; 

But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 

They give, but think it 7 to know to whom: 

The man that's neareſt, yawning, they advance. 

"Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 

If merit ſues, and greatneſs is fo loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity 5h75. 

L grant at court, Pil Ax Dx, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt: 

Philanzr ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt; 
— 7 Theo 
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The public envy ! Now then, *tis allow'd, 
The man is found, who may be juftly proud: 
But, ſce ! how fickly is ambition's taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaſt ; 
For, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 

In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 

Some nymphs ſell reputation; others buy; 
And love a market where the rates run high: 
Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe *tis dear; 

Their vanity is tickled, not their ear: 
Their taſtes would leſſen, if the prices fell, 
And SuaxksrEAR's wretched Ruff do quite as well; 
Away the diſinchanted fair would throug, 
And ewr, that Engliſh is their mother tongue. 
To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
/ 1:pcrted nymphs our peereſſes outſhine; 
While 4radefxen ſtarve, theſe Puilonkrs are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give that pay. 
Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene ! 
The Legiſlature join'd with Drury-lane ! 
When Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 
„Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?” 
Yes, doubtleſs ; but firſt ſet your notions right. 
/rarth, of politeneſs i is the needful ground ; 3 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not e' en in trifles can excel; 
"Tis /olid bodies only p:1:/þ well. 

Great, choſen prophet ! For theſe latter days, 
Lo turn a willing world from righteous ways? 
Vell, H n, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve ; 

Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve. 

Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais d; 

n various forms of worſhip ſeen him prais'd, 
h SGaudy 
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Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue anknown. 
Inferior off*rings to thy god of vice 
Are duly paid, in fddles, cards, and dice; 

Thy ſacritice ſupreme, an hundred maids ! 

That ſolemn rite of midnight matquerades 

If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 

An hundred heads of cuctalat may ſuffice. 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleas'd with the converted * 
To lee the y churches at a ſtand. 

And that thy miniſter may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted itill prevail, 
Ot minor prophets a ſucceſſion ture 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 
See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate, 
In ſolemn council met, and deep debate! 
What Godlike enterprize is taking birth? 
What wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 
"Tis done! with loud applauſe the council _ 
Fix'd is the tate of whores and fiddle-ſtrings ! = 
Though boli theſe truths, thou, Muſe, Vick truths 
like theſe, 
Wilt none offend, whom ' tis a praiſe to pleaſe: 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 
Like juſt tribunali, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 
To write a Satire, which gave none offence ? 
And, fince from /ife | take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diſlike them, do they centure me? 
The fool, and knave, tis glorious to offend, 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
Kzates know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
| " How 
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How hard for real worth to gain its price? 
A man ſhalt make his fortune in a trice, 
If bleſt with pliant, though but ſlender, ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence : 
A ſapple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face; 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife. 
Are prizes in the lottery of lite ; 
Genias and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 

To merit, is but to provide a pain. | 
For men's refuſing what you ought to gain. | 
May, DovincTox, this maxim fail in you, | 

Whom my prefaging thoughts already view 

By Warrorz's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac'd, 

Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd; 

And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd : 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendſhip dear; | 
What moſt we wiſh, with cafe we fancy near. 
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SATIRE IV. 


To THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
Sir SPENCER COMPTON. 


| | 
Ound ſome fair tree th' NEO ERR Waedbing 
grows, | 
And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs ; 
So iweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 
(O! pardon mine) that hopes tupport from thee ; 
Thee, ComeTon, boru o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The Crowr's aſſerter, and the People's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the muſe ; 
Thy ſmiles protect her, while thy talents fre, 
And *tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 
Vex'd at a public fame, ſo juſtly won, 
The jealous Cat emes is with ſpleen undone ; 
CHremes, tor airy penſions of rexewn, 
Devotes his ſervice to the State and Crown ; 
All ſchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 
Tho' Britain's thankleis, till this patriot loves: SY 
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But patriots differ; ſome may ſhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee for the public good ; 


Conſults the ſacred team, and there foreſees 


What ſtorms, or ſunſhine, Providence decrees ; 
Knows, for each day, the weather of our fate; 
A quid nunc is an almanack of State. 

You ſmile, and think /ig ſtaieſman void of a; ; 


Why may not time his ſecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian Nut, 


Since /teed, of genius are expert at Put; 


Since half the Senate Not content can ſay, 


Geeſe nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 
What makes im model realms, and counſel kings? 2 


An incapacity for ſmaller things: 


Poor CHREMES can't conduct his own eftate, 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gentnneo leaves the realm to CHrtmes? (kill, 
And boldly claims a province higher (till ; 


| To raiſe a name, th” ambitious boy has got, 
At once, a Bille, and a /houlder-knot ; 


Deep in the ſecret, he looks through the whole, 
And pities the dull. rogue that ſaves bs foul; 
To talk with rev'rence you mult take good heed, 
Nor thock his fender reaſon with the Creed: 
Howe'er well-bred, in public he complies, 
Obliging friends aldne with blaſptemier. 

Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 


For this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 


Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And falling flocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 
While the ſun ſhines, BruxT talks with wondrous 
force; 
But thunder t mars s fuall beer, and weak dhſeaarſe. 1 
Zuc 
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Such uſeful infiruments the weather ſhow, 

Juſt as their Mercary is high or low: 

Health chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the dark; 

A fever argues better than a Clark? : 

Let but the logick in his pulſe decay, 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray ; 

While C -— mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon' d once fo well. 

C, who makes ſo merry with the Creec, 

He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 

But only thinks fo; to give both their due, 

Satan, and he, believe, and tremble too. 

Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 

That they're the blackeſt caudal of their age. 
Nancissus the Tartarian club diiclaims ; 

Nay, a Free-maſon, with ſome terror, names; 

Omits no duty; nor can envy ſay, 

He miſs' d, theſe many years, the Church, or Play : 

He makes no noiſe in Parliament, tis true; 

But pays his debts, and viſit, when tis due; 

His character and gloves are ever clean, 

And then, he can out-dow the bowing dean ; 

A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 

Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. 

In gay fatigues, this moſt undaunted chief, 

Patient of id/eneſs beyond belief, 

Moſt charicably lends the town his face, 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 

As ſure as cards, he to th' afembly comes, 

And is the furniture of drawing-rooms : 

When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 

And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three : 

Naxcissvs is the glory of his race; 

For who does nothing with a better grace ? 

To 
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To deck my liſt, by nature were de fign'd 
Such thining exp/etzves ot human kind, | 
Who want, while thro” blank life they dream along. 
Senſe to be right, and paſian to be wrong. 
To counterpoiſe this hero of the made, 
Some for renown are /ngular and odd; 
What other men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes ; 
Through pride, not malice, they run counter Kill, 
And birth-days are their days of dreſſing ill. 
AxB—T is a fool, and F — a ſage, 
S—LY will fright you, E— engage; 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 


Stones mount, and S——-x is the worſt of friends; 


They take their reſt by day, and wake by z:ght, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize them in the right ; 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 


A ſwan is white, or Q —r is fair. 


Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool iz faſhion, but a fool that's out, 
His paſſion for abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong ; my 
Tho? wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe i is ſhewn 
In wearing other follies, than your own. 
H what is eut of faſhion muſt you prize, 


Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 


But what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 
Than 8 — the foremoſt teyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 
His daughter 's portion a rich hell inhances, 
And AsnmoLE's baby houſe, is, in his view, 
Britannia s golden mine, a rich Peru! 

How his eyes languiſn! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat, which Jos zin never wore! 1 
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Ile ſhews, on 1 95 a lac red pin, 
That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd queen Br 88˙5 
| chin. 
« Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
« Since that great pligue that ſwept as many more. 
« Was ever year unblelt as ¹ ?“ hell cry, 
1 Tt has not brought us one new butterfly *" 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 
Unhappy 1 — x! how came you to pleaſe ? 
No: gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in effect, his chace is inuch the ſame : 
Warm in purſuit, he /evces all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title and effate + | 
Where-e'er their /ord/hips go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their haun, lag behind; 
He fets them ſure, where-e'er their /ord/bips run, 
Cloſe at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 
As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And fame was, like a ſever, to be caught: 
But aiter ſeven years dance, from place to place, 
The. * Dare is more familiar with his Grace. 
Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living pendant dangling at his ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, through the town? 
Who'a be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, 
Still to reflect the temper ot his 12 3 
Or happy pin to ſtick upon his fleeve, 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave; 
Or cu/hion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
To loll, or thump it, for his better caſe ; 
Or a vile butt, for noon, or night, beſpoke, 
When the peer raſbly ſwears he'll club his joke * 2 
Who'd 


* A Daniſh dog of the Duks of &r2yle 
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Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordihip's jeſt; or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the gods protoundly bow, 
That can cry, Chimney ſcurep, or drive a plough ? 
With terms like theſe, how mean the tribe that c 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like theſe, :mp2/c. 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 
The men. of ink, or ancient authors, lye ; 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctiant hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be ſold: 
All men they flatter, but thenielves the moſt, 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 
For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 
As her old conſtant fpark, the bard profeſt 
% B-LE ſhines in council, M—r in the fight, 
« P-L—»'s magnificent; but I can write, 
And what to my great ſoul like glory dear ?”? 
Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
That James unwholeſome taken without meat, 
And life is belt ſuſtain'd by what is eat : 
Grown lian, and wife, he curſes what he writ, 
And withes all his wants were in his wit. 
Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a p? 
Or that his ſhining page (provoking fate!) 
Defends Sirloins, which ſons of dulneſs eat? 
What foe to verſe without compathon hears, 
What cruel profe-masz can refrain from tears, 
When the poor muſe, for leſs than half a crown, 
A proſiitate on every bulk in town, 
Wich other whores undone, though not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint? 


Ye bards! why will you ſing, though uninſpir'd? 
Ye bards! why will you arve, to be admir'd ? 
| Defun®? 
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Deſunct by Puor zus lavs, beyond redreſs, 


Why will your fpedtres haunt the frightcd preſs ? 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 


Like hair, will iprout, although the poet's dead. 
All other trades demand, verie-makers beg i ; 

A dedication is a wooden leg ; 

A barren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes horrow'd brats to move compaſſion. | 
Though ſach myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend ; 
Nay more, though gentle Damon is my friend. 

& Is't then a crune to write??? — It talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : 

For ſome, though few, there are large-minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen; 

Who know the muſe's worth, and therefore court, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty ber ſupport; ; 
Who ſerve, anaſt'd, the leaſt preteuce to wit; 

My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 

A——LE true wit is ſtudious to reſtore; 

And D——r ſmiles, if Puokzus ſmil'd before; 

p — KE in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 
And HENAU Tra like a muſe inſpires. 

But, ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in vain. 

How mad their aim, who chirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp, what no man can pallels alive? 
| Fame's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion !) at their own deceaſe. 

This truth ſagacious LixTor knows fo well, 

He flarves his authors, that their works may eu. 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply; 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in rags ; 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
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Nor only the low born, deform'd, and cid, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
The firſt young lord, which in the Mal! you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt huncks in Zembard-ſtreet, 
From reſcu'd candles' ends, who rais'd a ſum, 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
A beardlefs miſer! Tis a guilt unknown | 
To former times, a ſcandal 4d our own. | 
Of ardent lovers, the true modern band | 
Will mortgage CeL1a to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich, CasTaL1o dies; 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monin, thy fond fears lay down ; 
No rival can prevail,—but half a crown. 
| He glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has relier'd, but made > 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When Harxy conquer'd, and half France expir'd . 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain : | 
Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 
4 Who'd be a flave ?” the gallant Colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes : 
To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right, — 
Juſt is his title,— for he will not fight: 
All foldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty,—by their place : 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of lain ; 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 
A fweet revenge, and half abfolues his ſword. 
Of boaſtiug more than of a bomb afraid, 
A fldier ſhould be modeſt as a aid. 
Fame is a bubble the reſery'd enjoy; 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : | 


Tis 
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"Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 
Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 

Aucus ius“ deeds in arms had ne'er been known. 
AvevsTvs? deeds ! if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
| Such 1s the Prince's worth, of whom I ſpeak; 

If The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


SATIRE 
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0 faireſt of creation ! laſt and beſt 
Of all God's works ! Creature in whom excell'd 
Whatever can to ſight, or thought, be form'd | 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſaueet! 
How art thou loft — — 1 
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OR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 

Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 

But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things, 

Than routing armies, and dethroning king: : 

Attend, and you diſcern it, in the fair, | 

| Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair ; | 
| | Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye; 

w Or, in full joy, elaborate a /zh. 

| 1 | The ſex we honour, though their faults we blame: 

| | Nay, thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme: | 

_ A theme, fair —— ! doubly kind to me, | 


| Since fatyrizing thoſe is praiſing tee; 
1 . | oF Whe 
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Who would not bear, too modeitly ro 1 


. : * * ! . 
A. panegyrie of a = ier kind., 
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than a 

| Too tond of adn Shoe EME ther Pute 2 

| Worn in the public eye, vie £9 a kit 

Po throngs, «11d tarnito Fre area! 2 1 
As unreſerv'd, and beiutcous, as the lun, 

| Through every 27 of 1 avicy they run; 
Al , * lie is Par * coarte tealts in 5 s ati. , 

| | LeQures. and Trials, I“. — 55 Comm "*cos;. Rull, 
Wells, Belus, Execnitonsg mi?! © fiteenes; 

| And F3rtune-tollrs Caves, ws n 1 
Taverns, Exctanges, Briilustelli, Miirtangetas ut, 
Irftaliments, Pilertc 45 6 2 123 2 „ 75 15 
Tuwnblers, and Funerals, 1“, het: flom irs Reoierrs, 
Salet, Races, Rabbets, (and will tr; anger !) u. 


Crazixna's boſom burns, but burns for Zane; 


And Love lies vanquith'd in a ½ , ame 
Warm g!eams of hope the, nv, diſponics 3 en, 
T.ixe Apr i{ fans, dives into clouds egen: 

| With all her lultre, , her lover v arms ; 


Then, out of Font atiin, hides her charins. 
Tis, next, her pleaſure fwectly to complain, 
And to be taken with atudden pain; 

Then, ſhe {tarts up, «ll extaſy and blit5, 
And is, Sweet foul ! jun as ſincere in this: 
O how ſhe rolis her charming eyes in ! 


1 GH 
5 


And looks deli. Zhtfully with all kee mn iglit! 
But, like gur he "925, much more br ave than Wilc, 
She conquers for the rivumnp', not the rie. 
Zaun reſembles AA erown'd with faows: 

WI ichout the 2 freezes, and wit in ſhe 5% . 5 
Twice re the (un deſceu! „ Witlt Ze; Iintoir'l, 
From the vain converſe Ci the world reti, 

C Nie 
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She reads the p/:/75 and chapters for the day, 
In CLiioeArrA, Or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloumy ZaRa, with a ſolemmn grace, 
Deceives mankind, and +7/cs behind her face. 
Nor far beneath her in renn, is ſhe, | 
Who, through good-breeding, is ill company; 
hoſe nner, will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks vou are #7apþpy, when at peace ; 
10 find you zewws, who racks her ſubtle head, 
And vow 5 - 7/2 her great-grandfather is dead. 
A duart'y of words a wwman need not fear; 
but 'tis a taſk indeed tolearn—to Fear c 
I that the Fill of converſation lies; 
Vhat V ccf, or mates, you both polite and wiſe. 


NanTIPPE Cries, © Let * mphs, who nought can 


ſay, 
++ Be 1»it in filence, and reſign the day | 
„An let the guilty wite hon guilt con eb, | 


„By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs ;” 
Through gietue, ſhe refuſes to cemply 
Wa all the dictates of bumanit 
_ Through wildom, e refuſes to fubmit | 
To wiidam's rules, and raves to prove her u.; 
Tien, her unblemifh'd honour to maintain, 
Kiste her huiband's kindneſs with diſdain: 
Lat it, by chance, an ill-adapted word 
Dips trom the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china, ina whirlwind lent, 
jull {cimztes the lady's diſcontent. 
Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 
But keen XANTIPPE, icoraing barrow 4 flame, 
Can veut her thunders, and her lghtnings plays | 
O'er cooling grue!, and compoſing tra « 


Nor 
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Nor reſts by night, but, mare ſineere than nice, 

She rte, the curtains with her %% advice: 

Doubly, like echo, h is her delight, 

Anil tte lift werd is her eternal ri ht 

It not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 

Lo lath our crimes, but matt our wives be ave ? 
Famine, P!:tgne, war, and an unnumber'd throne; 

Of guilt-avenging ils, to man belong: 

What ict, what ce. Cares beliege our ſtate! 

What itrokes we feel froms foes, and from fate ? 

If tate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 

We make misfortune fai 2% in woe. 

| Superfluous aid! unt eceffary (kill ! 

Is nature backward to torment, or hill? 

How oft the 527, how oft the Mt, bell, 

(That iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn knell, 

On %s errands, as we vainiy roam, | 

knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 

home? 

Men drop ſo faſt, ere life s mid ſtage we tread, 

Few know ſo many friends age, as dead. 

Yet, as i1zrtal, in our up-hill chace 

We prels coy fortune with unſlacxen'd pace 

Our ardent labours tor the 2% we ſeek, 

Join night to day, and Suniay tothe week: 

Our very joys are anxious, and expire 

Between ſatiety and ferce deſire. 

Now what reward for all this grief and toil ? 

But one; a female friend's endearing {mile ; 

A tender ſmile, our ſorrows” only balm, 

And, in life's tempeſt, the fad ſailor's calm. 
How have I fecn a gentle nymph draw nigh, 

Peace in her air, perſuailon in ber eve ; 
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Victorious tenderneſs ! it all overcame, 
fr/lands look'd mild, and ate grew tame. 
The Srltan race our active nymphs purſue 3 ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete 
There Mafer Berry leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
Vyhile fair if Cunts to toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barb'rous ſun and wind. 
gome nymphs wtect a more heroic breed, 
And volt tron /r:ters to the man d ſterd ; 
Com nun his prancings wich a martial air, 
And For:ar hs the n of the Fair. 
More than ve feed mnt Driry's empire feel, 
Who tits triumphant o'er the flying cee; 
And as the guides it through ti” admiring throng 
Witt wiat an air the finucks the en thong? 
Graceful as Joux, the mager. tes the reins, 
And whittles ſweet her arrtie trains: 
SESOSTRIS like, ſuch chariccers us thefs 
May drive. f:x harnefS*d minarcts, if they pleaſe: 
They drive, raw, ran, with love of glory tmit, 
Leap, fwim, 11094; Hing. and pronounce ON «177, 
O'er the BeY-[{tre lovely Daher reigus; 
Ain the god Az0LLO wears his chains: 
With legs tots'd high, on her ſophes the 11055 
Vouchtaing audience to comending wirs: 
Ot. each perfor mance the's the final teit ; 
One at read o'er, ibe propheſigs the reſt; 
Anl then, — Ing with dicidve air, 
Fully convinces all ihe enn far air. 
Flad lovely Dayiixe Hicarzssa's face, 
How would her clegance of talte decreaſe ? 
Some ludies i in their Fatures lies, 


And all their gets ſparkles from their es- 
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But hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care; 
Mult I want common ſenſe, becaute I'm fair! 
O no : lee STELLA; her eves thine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never in the right; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 
She ſcems inſpir'd, and can hertelt taſpire :; 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Davraxs publiſh, and could ihe forbear! 
We graat that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 
Nor is't a ſanction for impertirence. | 
Semi lik'd her man; and well ſhe might; 
The youth in per fon, and in parts, was bright; 
Polets'd of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart: 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And, in full rage of youthtul ardour, burn'd : 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliſs the theme, and envy of the town: 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more, 
In ſtepp'd deform'd, debauch'd, diteas'd, trreefcores 
The iaal ſequel IL, throag! laune, forbear : 
Of pride, and av rice, who can cure the für? 
Man's rich with little, were nis judgment true; 
Nature is frugal, and her wants are few: 
Davie tew wants anſwer'd, bring {inccre delights; 
But Sols create themſelves new aphetites: 
Fancy, and pride, ſeek things ac vait expence, 
Which relith not to reaf31y nor tO /u1/fe A 
Wnen /ur/342, or u 2thanefuincſ, deitroys, 
In 22ture's narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 
In faxcy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 
Where nought but dreams, no real plcaſures, grow; 
Like cats ia air-uinps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 
On joys too chin to keep the ſoul ative, 
C 3 | Ltr 


<4 LOVE or FAME, Sat. V 


Liniza's ſick; make haſte; the doctor call: 
He comes; but where's his patient? At the ball. 
The doRor itares; her woman curtſies low, 
And crics, © My Lady, Sir, is always fo : 
& Diveriions put her maladies to flight; 
© Trac, ſhe can't land, but the can dance all night : 
„ Pre k on my Lady (tor the loves a tune) 
© Yor covers take an opera in June: 

„An, thy ' perhaps you U think the practice bold, 
„ AM nudnight Purk ts fov'reign for a c: 
„Wh c:4cs, breaklaits ot green fruit agree; 
« With iudigeſlions, ſupper juit at three.“ 
A ſtrange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Maſt women have a decor, or a dance? 
Though fick to death, abroad they ſafely roam, 
Buc droop and die, in perfect health, at home : 
For want = but not of health, are ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond the dodor”s Hill. 
Alas, my heart! how languithingly fair 
Von lady lolls ? With what a tender air? 
Paule as a young dramatic author, when, 
Oer darling lines, fell CI SER waves his pen. 
I her lord angry, or has * [eny chid ? 
Dend is her father, or the matk forbid ? 
Late fitting up has turn'd her roſes white,” 
Why went be not to bed? Becaule *twas At. ” 
Did the then dance, or play?“ Nor this, nor that.” 
Well night foon Heals away in pleating chat. 
No, all alone, her pray'rs the rather choſe; 
Than be that wretch to Heep till morning roſe.” 
Then Lad 7 Crxrula, miltrels of the made, 
| Goes, with the Sa hionable owls, to bed: 


ks Lap- dog. \ = 
This 
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This her pride covets, this her /c/'h Une ; 
Her foul is filly, but her body's wits : 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms re, ire 
And triumph 1 in the bloom 01 g 1 RPO 
You, in the morning, 2 %% nymph iavite ; 
To keep her word, a bro ene comes at nighe: 
Next day ſhe thines in gloffy Te; and then 
Revolves into her native red agen : 
Like a dove'+ neck, ike thitts her tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admirer has the painted Lats ; 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glaſo: 
Yet Lavra's beautiful to ſuch excels, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe us //:. 
To deck the female cheek, HE only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the 4% and the 7%. 

How gay they ſinile ! Such bleflings nature pours, 
O'erſtock'd mankind enjoy bur hilt her ſtores: 
In diſtant wil ds, by human eyes unſcen, 
She rears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet green; 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely defart trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavage FACE: 
Is natire then a niggard of ber Us? 
Repine we gie in a world like this? 
But our heed tales her lawful churins retuic, 
And painted arts deprav'd allurements clit 
Such Furvia's paflion tor the town; troflt wir 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the für; 
Green fields, and thady groves, and chrvital C ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things; 
But ſmoke, and dui, and nolle, and crow.ls, de- 

light; 
And to be preſod to death, tranſports her quite: 
C 4 V bers 


Where ulver rivLets Ft. y through flow'ry meide, 


Andresen Live their tweets, od /inmes their mades, 
Elack k kennels wow. cfm the regrets, 
Ard ilops her ncle at beds of vielets. 
| Is tormy kite preterr'd to the terenc? 
Or > che publ:e to the private fecne ? 
Hef, We trend atnooth and open way; 
Ihr? briars and br. imbles in the wirld we Bray ; 
S, Foppoſitian, and erplev' debate, 


J. adr 5 an J /iinging hate, 
ul chuak our pallage, Hur cäreer controul, 
and wound the firmelt temper of our toul. 

O facred folitude ! divine retreat! 

Citoice of the Prudent! envy of the Great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
V. Court tair wiildom, that celeſlial maid : 
The genuine oftspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on carth!) are rncence and peace * 
T/:re, from the ways of men laid fate alhore, 
Ve timile to hear the ditont tempeſt roar ; 

T! orc bleſs'd with health, with buſineſs unperplex'd, 
77%, lite we relith, and enſure the ext; 

Tire too the Maſes ſport z theſe numbers tree, 

Pie ans »<T3URY ! ] owe to thee. 

There jport the Ales; but not there alone : 
Their ſacred tore? a feels in town. 

Nought but a — can a genius fit; 

A wit herſclt, KELA weds u wit: 

Both wits ! though miracles are laid to ceaſe, 
Three days, thre ee ond! rous days! chey liv'd in 

peace; 

Witt the fourth fun a warm ditpute aroſe, 
On Dukrer's poety, and Bux vax's proſe: 
The 
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The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the titth morn concluded the divorce. 
Puot ke, though the poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happinels : 
Laboriouſſy puriues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed joys. 
Wich what well-actcd traniport will the ty, 
„Well, iure, we were to happy ye/terday ! 
« And then that charming party fur !9-mrrow 1} ? 
Though, well the knows, will languith into ſor» 
= = 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour; 
So grols that cheat, it is beyond her power: 
For ſuch is or our weaknets, or our curir, 
Or rather ſuch our erime, Which till is worre, 
The preſent moment, like a wife, we thun, 
And nc'er enjoy, becauſe it is cur v2, 
Pleatures are few, and fewer we enjov ; 
Pleature, like gulctfilter, is bright, and cy ; 
We itrive to gratp it with our utmott 11l, 
Still it eludes us, and it giitters till: 
If ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains ; 
What is it, but rank poiton in your veins ? 
As Fravis in her glaſs an angel! Pics, 
Pride whilpers in her ear pernicious les; 
Tells her, while the ſurveys a face ſo fine, 
There's no {atiery of charms diviae : 
Hence, it her lover Fanny ail chang? appears- 
Her temper, and the melts {tiveer foul !) in tears : 
She, fond and young, laſt week, her with enjoy'd, 
In ſoſt amuſcment if the night employ?d ; 
The morning came, wacu STREPHON, v raking, found 
(Surpriing tight!) his bride in forrow frow nd. 
C 5 | What 
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„hat vuracle, ſays STREPHON, makes thee weep ? 
4 Ah, barb'rous man,” the cries, “ how could you 
ess | 
Men love a ure, as they love a feaft ; 
Row gratetul one to ouch, and one to 4e? 
Let ſure there is a certain time of day, 
We with our miltrets, and our meat, away : 
But ſoon the ſaied appetites return, 
Again our ilomachs crave, our boſoms burn: 
Eternal Love let man, then, never ſwear ; 
Lot women never 7r/zmph, nor defpair ; 
Nor praile, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 
_ Huvyger and Love are foreign to the will. 
here is indeed a pathon more retin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the 
mind: | | 
But nor of that untuſticnable fet 
Is PayiLLis; Pures and her Duo met. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her taſte; 
PiyrLlLis demands eternal love at eff. 
Embraciug Payiiis with foft ſmiling eyes, 
Eternal Love IL vow, the ſwain replies: 
But ſay, my Ail, my Miftreſs, and wy Friend - 
Wat day next week the Eternity {hall cd ? 
Some nymphs prefer aſtroncmy to late; 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 
The fair philoſopher to Rewer flies, 
Where, in a bee, the whole creation lies: 
She ſces the planets in their turns advance, 
And ſcorns, Poris, thy ſublunary dance: 
Of D:sacuLlick ite beipenks freth air; 
And Wals rox has eroug: ments with the fair. 
What vain experiments SOPHRON1A tries! 
is nct in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 


But 
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But though to-day this ra ge of ſcience reigns, 
(O fickle tex !) ſoon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pus from JuerTex her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Nu ro is a fot. 
To turn; ſhe never tock the height 

of JarTonN, yet is ever in the right. 
She {trices cach point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learung blunders far behind, 
_ Gracctul to tight, and elegant to thought, | 
The 7c are vanquiſh'd, and the e are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temyer ſwect, 
When {crious, euſy; and when Tay, ditcrect 3 

In glitt'ring ſcenes, o'er her own heart, fincere ; 

In crouds, collected; and in courts, ſevere ; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well underivod,. 
She takes a noble pride in doing good; 

Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 
The mode the fixes by the gown ihe wears; 

Of i and china ſne's the tat appeal; 

In theſe great points ſhe foas the conmonyen: 
And it diſputes ot empire riſe betw en 
Mectlin the queen of lace, and C-or tow, 


, 
"Tis doubt! 'tis Carkne!s ! till uipended tate 
Aſſumes Her nod, to clole the gr and G. "ate. 

When ſuch her mind, why v wil the tair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their %? 

But, oh! the nymph that mounts above the A 
And, gratis, clears religions myſteries, 
Reſolv'd the courch's welfare to enture, 
And make her family a /ine-cure 2 
The theme divine at cars the'll not forget, 
But fates in texts of Scripture at picguet 3 
In thoſe licentious meetings acts che prude, 

And thanks her Mader that her cards are goo. 
C 5 - Whit 
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What angels would thoſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they /exv as well! 

Yet why mould not the fair her text purſue ? 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor woo ? 

"Tis hard, too, the who makes no uſe but chat 
Of hier religion, thould be barr'd in that. 

Lsaac, u brother of the canting ſtrain, 

When he has knock'd at his own tknll in vai, 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 

With a dark text, to light it at the /r. 

O how his pious foul exults to find 

Such love for % men in woman=-&in ! 

Charry'd with her learning, with wht rapture he 
_ Hanss on her g, like an induſtrious hee; 

ts round about her, and with all his power 
Elie. fweet wiſdom from fo ſur a flaaver ? 

The yung and gay declining, ppl flies 
At nobler game, the _ „and the aviſe 5 
Dy nature more an ente than a dine, 

OC pony prefers the c to be. 

Can wealth give happinets ? look round, and tou 
What gay Kite FR ! what Jplendid miſery ! 
Whatever fortune lavithly can pour, 

Ihe mind annihilutes, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what it ſays; 
Lixe any lord it rf and pays. 
How will the nater ſtartle, to be told 

Of fucl a wonder, as % . gold ? 

What nature was has wn intrinſie weight; 
AM more, is but the fattion of the plate, 
VWhici, ior one moment, charms. the fickle view; 
It charms us now ; 9712 we calt anew 

o ſome freſh birth of fac more inclin'd : 
hen wed not acres, but a noble mind. 


Miſtaken 


— — — 


| 


——— — ¶ — 
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Miſtaken lovers, who make worth their care, 
And think accomplitbments will win the fair: 
The ie, tis true, by genius thould be won, 
As f:w'rs untold their beauties to the ſn; 
And yet in female ſcales a fop out-welahs, 
And wit muſt wear the ill and the bays. 
Nought ſhines fo bright in vain LisERIA's eye 
As riot, unpudence, and perfidy 


The youth ot fire, that has drunk deep, : and play*'d, 
And KilPd his man, and triumpit'd o'er his maid; 3 


For him, as yet unhang'd, the tpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deitroyer to her arms ; 

And amply gives (though treated long amiſs) 
The mam of merit his revenge in 7/75, 

If you reſent, and wilh a wan ill, 

But turn her o'er one moment to her all. 

The /angu74 lady next appears in ſtate, 

Who was not born to carry her own weight; 


She lviis, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 


To her own Rature lifts the techble maid. 
Then, it ordain'd to 10 , a doom, 

She, by jult ſtages, j2urncz; round the room: 
But, knowing her own weaknets, the deſpairs 
To ſcale the % — that is, alcend the fairs. 
My fan! let others fay, who laugh at toil; 
Fan! hood! glove! ſcart! is her /acoric ſtile; 
And that is ipoke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather Hr, than hears the call: 
The motion of her tips, and meaning eye, 
Piece om th” idea her faint words deny. 

O liiten Wien arrencion molt profound! 

Her voice is but rhe thadow of a ound. 

An! help! Ca help! her fpirits are 10 dead, 
One hand icarce luts the other to her head. 


* 


II, 
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If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! the links away! and is no more. 
Let the robuil, and the gigantic carve, 
Lite is not worth to much, the'd rather farce 
But chew ihe mult hericli; ah crucl fate! 
That Rosalia can't by proxy eat. 

An antiizte in female caprice lies 


Fog 


(Kind heav'n!) againſt the p2;6u of their eyes. 


Tuarks reis triumphs in a manly mien: 
Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obicene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? 
What nature dares to gre, the dares to name. 
This honeſt ſel gau is ſincere and pliin, 

And juitly gives the jealons huiband pain. 
(Vain is the taik to petticoats athtgn'd, 

If wanton language ſhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath ſupplics the vacancies of ſenſe 


Hark! the {thrill notes tranipierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to twear. 


By Jovr, i taint, and for the ſimple ſwain ; 
She, on the Chri:tian Syſtem, is profanz. 
But though the volley rattles in your ear, 
Believe her dreſs, the's not a grenadier. 


If thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 


When Jovr deputes a lady in his ſtead? 
A lady! pardon my miſtaken pen, 
A thaneleſs woman is the worit of hen. 


Few to good breeding make a juſt pretence; 


Fre is the plolſom of good- ſenſe; 
The laſt retult of an accomplith'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body”s virtue, join'd. 
A violaced decency now reigns; ; 


And nymphs for /ailings take peculiar pains, 


With 
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With Chineſe painters modern toaſt, agree, 

The point they aim at is 4% rmily: | 

They throw their perlons with a hoy den air 

Acrols the room, and , into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
hey, for our manners, have exchang'd their ow. 

The wodelt look, the caltigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and flow-meatur'd pace, 

For which her lovers 4/'d, her parents pray'd, 

Are indecorums with the modern mand. 

| Stiff torms are bad; but le. not worle intrude, 

Nor conquer art and zature to be rude. 

Modern good-breeaing carry to its height, 


And lady D es telt will be polite. 

| Loe riting fair! ye bloom of Brutazn's iſle! 
When high born ANN, with a ſoften'd ſmile, 

| Leads on your train, aud ſparkles at your head, 


What tcems molt hard, is, not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example wich iucceis puriue, 

And wil, but adoration, is your due. 
But adoratica ! give me ſomething more, 

Cries Lyck, on the borders of threeſcore : 

Nought treads jo filent as the foot of time; 
Hence we milt:ke our autumn for our prime; 
"Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we grow old. 

Autumnal Lex carries in her face 
Alenento mri to cach public place. 

O how your beating breait a miſtreſs warms, 
Vino looks through ſpectacles to ſee your charms? 
Maile rival zadertaters hover round, 

An with his ſpade the /exto:: marks the ground, 
Inicat not on her own, but others? doom, 

She plans new conquelts, and defraud; the tomb. 
| | In 
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In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprite, away, 
She walks at noon, and blaits the bloom of day. 


Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms intold, 


And nought of Lycs but her; is old. 
Her grizzled locks aſſume a jr rking grace, 
And art has {weld her deep-turrow'd face. 


Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 


We'll atk her % Hug, but can't aik her Ave. 
She grants, indecd, a lady 72.7) decline 
(All ladies h herſelf) at rinety-nine. 

O how unlike her is the ſacred age 


| Of prudent Portia? Her grey hairs enzage ; 


Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline: 
Virtuz's the paint that can with wrinkles thine 
That, and that oy, can old age ſuttain ; 
Which yet all with, nor know they wiſh for pain, 
Not num'rous are our joys, when life is new; 
And yearly ſome are falling of the /exv ; 

But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apuce ; by nature tome decay, 


And ſome the blaſts of Hrtune tweep away; ö 


Till naked quite of happinets, aloud 


We call for death. and /beltzr in a ſhroud. 


Where's PorTiA now — out PorTia ieft behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind 
What heart untouch'd their earl, grief can view, 


Like bluſhing rote-buds dipp'd in morning dew? 


Who into thelter takes their tender bloom, 

And forms their minds to flee from ills to come? 
The nind, when turn'd adriit, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 

Fancy and paſſior toſs it to and fro; 


A while torment, and then quite ut in woe. 


Ye 
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Ye beauteous orphans, ſince in filent duſt 

Your beit example lies, my precepts trout, 

Life (warms with ills; the “L ure atraid; 

Where theu is tatety tor 1 {der ul? 

Unit tor conflict, round b:ict with woes, 

And min, whom leait the tears, her worit of fes; 

When kind, mott cruel; when oblig'd the mod, 

The leaſt obligiag ; and by favours loft, 

Cruel by nature, they tor kindne!s hate; 

And ſcorn you tor thole is #24 {oe Creates 

It oa your lame r tex a blot has thiroven, 

*T'will ever flick, through malice of your ow. 

Mott hard! in pleaſing your chief g/ory lies; 

And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers rife ; 

Then pleaſe the %; and know, for men of ſenſe, 

Your itrongelt charms are native innocence. 

Art on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from your em- 
brace. p 

In jmple manners all the ſecret lies 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleit and wiſe. 

Vain eu and ne intoxicate the brain, 

Begin with gidlineſt, and end in in. 

Affect not empty fame, and ide pruiſe, 

Which, all thoſe wretches I deſeribe, betrays, 

Your ſex's glory tis, to thine unto? 3 

Of all applauſe, be fondett of 32 ow. 

Beware the fever of the »:i2d that thirſt 

With which the age is eminently eurſt: 

To drink of pl-aſure, but influmes dere; 

And abltinence alone can quench the fire 

Take pain from lite, and terr:r from the tomb; 

Give peace zz land; and promile bliſs 4 come. 
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VI. 


ON 


W O M E N. 


INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 


Lady ELIZABETH GERMAIN. 


Interdum tamen & tollit comædia vocem. OR, 


— : — a 


Sought a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 
AyoLLo whiſper'd in my ear —“ GRRMAIR.“ — 
I know her not. Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
% Who knows his patron, now?“ reply'd the god. 
4% Men write, to ze, and to the world, unknown ; 
« Then ftcal great names, to thield chem from the 
| © town. | 
% Detected wrrth, like beauty diſarray'd, 
„To covert flies, of praz/e itſelf afraid: 
« Should he refuſe to patronize your lays, 
In vengeance write a volume in her prat/e. 
Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
* When ſuch the theme, "twill eaſily be done.“ 
| | Y- 


— 
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Ye fair! to draw your excellence at length, 

Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength; 

You, ere, in miniature your picture tee z 

Nor hope from Zixcrs more jultice than from me, 

My portraits grace your 7.4, as his your e; 

1Tiz portraits will , mine guench, your pride: 

He's dear, you frugal; choolke my cheaper lay; 

And be your reformation all my pay. 

LaAVISIA is polite, but not propane; 

To Church as conſtant as to Drury-lane. 

She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due 

And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 

Her liſted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 

Conceals her face, which paſſes for a prayer : 

Curtſies to curtſies, chen, with grace, ſucceed ; 

Not one the tair omits, but at the Creed. 

Or it the joins the Service, *tis to ſpeak ; 

Through dreadtul //ence the pent heart might break; 

Untaught to bear it, women alt away 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 

But faveet their accent, and their air refir'd; 

For they're before their Maker —and mankind : 

When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
SATAN himfelt will toll the pariſh-bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 

Drvusa receives her viſitants in bed; 

But, chaſte as ice, this , to defy 

The very blackett tongue of calumny, 

When from the theets per lovely form ſhe lifts, 

She begs you ju wou'd tur you, while the /hifts. 

Thhole charms are greateſt which decline the tight, 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite, 

Ther? is no woman, where there's no reſerve 

And *tis on plenty your poor lovers flarve. 


But 
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But with a modern fair, meridian merit 

Is a fierce tins, they call a nymph pet. 

Mark well the rollings of her fluming cye; 

And tread on tiptoc, it you dare draw nigh, 

Or it you take a lion by the beard “, 

« Or dare de :[y the fell Hyrcanicn 3 

„Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Run bear,“ 

Firit te your 4944], and then converſe with her. 

This lady glories in profuſe expence; 

And thinks ditradtion is magnificences 

To beggar her gallant, i is /ome delight ; ; 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exqui/ite ; 

Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

In duel fell two lovers; one run ad. 

Her /h their honeſl execrations pour; 

Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. 
FLavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 

And generouſly ſupports him in his want. 

But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, 

A hell, no lady ſo polite can bear, 

She's faithful, the's obſervant, and with pains 

Her angel-brood of baſ//ards ſhe maintains. 


Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 


But that of gut, above the marriage-bed. 
Amas1a hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 

Whate'er the i, ſhe'Il not appear a ſaint : 

Fer foul tuperior flies formality ; 

20 gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 

Some might ſuſpect the nymph not ocer- 9 

Nor would they be miltaken, if they thouid. 
Unmarrie.| AzzA puts on format ars ; 

Her culhion's thread-bare with her conſtant prayers. 

Her only grief is, that the car not be 


At once enyag'd in prayer and charity. 


„ HAK ESPIARAE - And 
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And / to do her jo ddice, mu be fd, 
« H, avonuld nt {91% that Abra nas nin do? 
Some ladies are too L<edu.cous to be welg 
For where's the men that's worthy of chew bed! 
If no diſceate redluce her pride beiore, | 
Lavix:awill be ravichd at thre2tcore. 
Then the ſibmits to venture in tne dark; 
And nothing NOW is . ANC, bur her park. 
Lucia thinks happinets contids in fate 
She weds an %%, but tue cats iu plate. 
The goods of fortune, whica her foul poſſeſs, 
Are but the grun. O wiade nappineſs; 
| | wm rude 7 raters, if + ! uu add ! Lo Hh, 
| (itim the ſole aj) of blind 
She from herſelt, if io compel” q hs nes ed, 
Of in content? can draw the lubtle thread; 
| But (no detraction to ker ſacred kill). 
| If the can work in 9-4, tis better ill. 
It Puitia has hw blett wich H her ſenſc, 
None could too mich adinire her excellence : 
But ſince ſhe can nike err thine fo bright, 
She thinks it duνσ•ur to defend the right 
With underiianiing ite is quite o'er-run; 
And by too gu eat acconplithments undone: 
With min the vibruts her ecernal tongue, 
For ever moit 4 in the a. 
Nuated in nothing thould a woman be; 
But veil her very se? with nz de/ty x 
Let min diger, ha her not dur, 
Bat yield her charms of mind wich ſweet delay. 
For pleature orm'd, perveriely ſome believe, 
To mike themſelves inpatient, men mult grieve. 
I. Es ni the fair, to fire her je. lous lord 


xt IS] 


Pretends, the top the laughs at, 15 dor J. 


Is 
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In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence; 

The fact the teigns were ſcarce a worte .:tF-nce, 
Nika, endow'd with ver, charm to bleis, 

Has no delign, but on her huiband's peace 8 

He lov'd her much; aud greaily was he mov'd 

At ſmall inquictudes in her he lov'd. 


&*& tw coarming tf, — The pleature laſted long; 


Now every day the fits come thick and ſtrong : 

At laſt he found the charmer only feign'd ; 

And was diverted when he /9u/{ be pain'd. 

What greater vengeance have the gods in ltore ? 

How tedious lite, now the can plague no more >? 

She tries a thouſand ares; but none ſucceed : 

She's torc'd a tever to procure indeed: 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving wife, 

Lcr hutband”s pain was dearer than her I/. 
Anxious Mc: raxia riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 

Vilit, preient, treat, flatter, and adore; 

Her mijeity, o-morrow, calls for ore. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

As undil'd hinges, querulouſfly thrill. 

% You went lalt wight with CeLia to the ball.” 


You prove it falle. “ Not go! that's worlt of all.” 


Nothing can proſe her, nothing not inflame; 
And arrant co?radid{ions are the fame, 
Her lover wuit be /ad, to pleaſe her ipleen z 
His 1rth is in incexpiable fin : | 
For ef all -ivols that can pain her breaſt, 
There's zue, that wounds far deeper than the reſt ; 
To wrec her quiet, the mott dreadful thelf 
Ls ic her lover dares enjoy himſelf. 

And this, becauſe the's exquiſitely fair: 
Should 1 aipute her beauty, how the'd ſtare? 


How 
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How would Mr LAN iA be ſurpriz'd to hear 

She's quite deform'd? And yet the caſe is clear; 
What's female beauty, but an air divine, 

Through which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like the ſon, irradiate all between; 


The body chris becaute the foul is Ven. 


IIence, men are (lien captives of a face, 

They know nut why, of no peculiar grace: 

Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can bar ; 

Some, none 1, though not exceeding fair. 
Aseas1a's highly born, and nicely bred, 

Of taſte reſin'd, in life and manners read; 

Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 

But to be tvaz'd by her own excellence. 

„ Folks are fo aukward! Things fo unpolie !”? 

he's clegantly pain'd from morn till night. 


Fler delicacy's thock'd where-e'er the goes; 


Each creatures #mperfections are her woes. 

Heuv'n by its favour las the fair diſtreſt, 

And pour'd fuch bleffings - that the can't be bleſt. 
Ah! why fo vain, though blooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, frail alrr'd, and wretched thing ? 
Old-age wi! come, diſeaſe may come before 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threeſc cre. 

Thy fortune, ani thy charms, may ſoon decay: 

But grant theſe e , prolong their Ray, 

Their bafis totters, their foundation thakes ; 


Lite, thar {upports them, in a moment breaks; 


Then wrr947/t into the ſoul let virtues ſhine; 
The gr 24 ercrual, as the work divine. 
Julia's a manager; the's born for rule; 


And knows her 9 % r hufband is a /. 


Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtle thread 


That guides tus lover to his fair one's bed: | 
| Fer 
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Ter Jifficult amours can ſmooth the way, 
Ana tender letters giqhabe, Or convey. 
Pur ii depriv'd of ſuch imporiant cares, 
Her wi.dom condeſcends to lefs affairs. 
For her zn breakfaſt e' projet a /. here, 
Nor Jr her ten without a fratoyem ;- 
Pretides o'er tri „ with a rien tace ; 
Important, by the virtue of ; CriNace. 
Ladies ſup eme among amuſc:nents reign; ; 
By nature born ro oath, and ertert at 
Their 5rd re in a ſhare of fully lies: 
Why will the y be ſo a. as to be a977 
SYRENA is for ever in extremes, 
And 1th a engen the commends, or blames, 
Coutcious of ker ditcernment, which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it under hood, 
Her ue nt jalt, her [erfenco is 109 frong 3 
Decauſe the's right, the's ever in the wrong. 
BruxerTaA's wite in actions great, and rare 
But ſcorns on frites to bettow her cure. 
Thus ev'ry hour BRUx E Tra 1s to blame, 
Becauſe th' occaſion is beneath her aim. 
Think nought a r, though it una appear; 
Small ſands the mountain, moments inake the year, 
And tritles lite. Your care to triiles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 
Go breakfait with Aci, there you'll ſee, 
Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree: 
Unlac'd her lays, ber night-oown is un ,', 
And what the has of head-7rets is aſide. 
She drawls her words, and wad«les in her pace; 
Unwalh'd her hands, an much beſnuff'd her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd, ihe loves; 
And would draw on jack. dente, as ſoon as gloves. 
"Coven 
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Gloves by queen Bess's maidens might be mitt ; 
Her bleiicd eyes ne'er law a female ½. 

Lovers, beware! to would how can the Gil 
With ſcarlet finger, and long jetty nail? 

For H v the firſt ci the cannot be, 

Nor, cruel KR — p, the fird 4-27, tor thee. 

Since full each other lation of roruny, 

Who would not be the gre. weſt repos in torn ? 
Women were made to give our eyes Jeligb 
A female floven is an alone ght. 

Fair IsaunrTTA is fo fond of ,, 

That her dar elf is her eternal them? ; 
Through hopes of contradiction, oft he“ ſay, 

„ Methinks I look fo wretchedly to-day!“ 
When molt the world applauds you, mot ! bears 
"Tis often leſs a H than a fte. 

Diſtruſt 1maiikind ; with your own heart confer ; 
| And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
| The breath of en raiſes our renown ; 
Our -:4 a5 ſurely blows the pageant down. 
Take ui no more than you by worth can cl: 5, 
Leſt ſoon you prove a barntrupt in your lame. 
But own I mull, in this perverted age, 


| Who molt erde, can't always molt nge. 
| So far is worth fr om making glory lure, 


E: often hinders what it />-+// procure. 

Whom pruife we % Ihe virtuous, brave, and vile: 
No; wretches, whom, in ſecret, we detpilc. 

And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the caufe? 

No rivals rais'd by ſuch diſcr-2t applauſe ; 

And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 
By which our ſpleen may wound e worth tu 

more. 


| TY La ig 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Li hes there are who think one crime is all : 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall ? 
So huet is that ore crime they don't purſue, 
Lo pay its loſs, they think a others „e. 
Vho hold at erime fo dear, mult never claim 
O! #73441? d modeſty the ſucred name 
hut Curio thus: © What! railing without end? 


Mean taſk! how much more gen'rous to com- 


&« mend?“ | | | 
Yes, to commend as you are wort to do, 
My bind iftraudrry and example too. 
„ Darusis,“ ſays Clio, © has a charming eye: 
« What pity us her ſhoulder is awry !. 
« Aspas1a's ſhape indeed But then her air— 
Phe man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 


« Arntina's wit has ſomething that's divine; 


And wit's enough how few in all things ſhine. 
« SELinA ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
« Who was it {ud Ss TmaA's near threeſcore ? 

« At Luciy's match I from my foul rejoice ; 
he world congratulates 1o wiſe a choice; 
is lordthip's rent-roll is exceeding great 
*« But mortgages will fap the belt eſtate. 
„In Sürxrzr's form might cherubims appear; 

„ ut then -the has a frecklc on her ear.” 
Without a bat, Hor rENSIA ſhe commends, 

Ins Erlt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 
But how comes this to paſs !—She dy'd latt night. 

Thu, nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rail: 
Indecd 7142s nzedlets, if ſuch praiſe prevail. 
Aud Kaoelee ſuch prane ? Our virulence is thrown 
Oni, tame, through fondneis for our own. 


Of 
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Of rank and riches proud, CLrora ſrowns ; 
For are not cororets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her ſublime adreſs, 
The height of avarice and pride contets. 
Yon ſ:ck perſections worthy of her rank; 
Go, fe:k tor her perſectious at the Bank. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul'd, 
For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 
As fond of five-pence, as the verie k ct ; 

And quite as much deteſted as 2 & 

Can gold calm %, or 16GuK2 reaſ "1 Bine ? 
Can we dip i peace, or wiſdom, from the in ne! a 
Wiſdom to gold preſer; for tis much las, 
ro make our fortune, than our happineſs. 

That happineſs which great ones often ſee, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree; 
Themſelves unbleſt. The poor are c poor; 
But what are they who drop amid their ſtore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch Hate; 

The happy only are the truly great. 
Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings; 
And thoſe belt ſatisfied with cheapett thing 

Could 5th our Indies buy but one new, 
Our envy would be due to large expence. 

| Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong, 

Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery ? 
They languith ! oh ſupport them with a He! 
A decent competence we tully taſte; 

It ſtrikes our ſec, and gives a conſtant feaſt 

Mare, we en by dint of thought alone; 
The rich mult labur to 25 therr wn 
To feel their great abundance; and . 
Their humble frieads to help them to be ble 
| | 2 2 To 
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To r their treaſures, Fear their glory told, 
Ano the wretched impotence of gold. 
Put forme, great fouls! and touch'd with warmth 
dis ine, | 

Give 1 4 africe, and teach its beams to une. 

A! :=/ treaſures they repute a load; 

Nor think their wealth Heir csv, till well beflow'd. 
(rand reſeretirs of public happineſs, 

Thrergh 2 ret ſtreams diſfuſively they bleſs; 
Und, while their bounties glide conceal'd from view, 
Pooue our cv, and ſpare our bluſhes too. 

Fit ſatire is my tafk ; and /e deſtroy 

iter oloomy province, and malignant joy. 

3 th me, 7. miſers ! help me to complain, 

And blaik « our common enemy, G — x: 
But our ivetives mult deſpair ſucceſs ; 

Lor next to ah, ſhe values nothing leſs. 

What piQure's yonder, loofen'd from its frame ? 

Ce ſis't AsTuRIA * Ehat affeded dame. 

1 le Wee forms, through aνα u,, fade 

70 range zeu things, which zature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair! to much your ſex we prize, 
Ve hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Arnecixpa's native grace is ſeen 
What yOu, who 49% at perſection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe, 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you mf? plenſe. 
Here might 1 ung of Mewnwiy's mincing mien, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine: 

low tweo red lips aſſedted Zephrrs blow, 
To =_ the F;lea, and inflame the Beau: 
While on2 white Ar and a 4:5 conſpire 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 


Tea ! 
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Tea! how treu eat tay fiat ſtream! 
As "Yr un, Ureadtul tw the Lowe of Lame 
Wharc devaſtatious on thy banks ar: len! 
Wit /ades of mighty names winch ounce have been! 
Au hecat;m) ot characters ſupplies 
Thy 0 altars daily ſacrifice. 
-, P » B—, aſpers' by the, decag, 
As grams of nell lu, zars melt Away, 
And recommend tree more to mortal taſte: 
Scandal's the iweet'ner Ga fend. 
But this inhuman triumph hall decline, 
An thy revolting Ni. At call tor wire ; 
S>irits no longer mall terve ander thee; 
But rei gn in thy own cup, eie, ter ! 
CiraoxiA's note declares thy ruin nigh, 
And who dares give Ci rxesiA's note the lie? F 
The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'« 
And what impair'd both health and virtue, blam' 
At length, to reicue man, the generous luis 
Stole from her confort the pernicious glaſe. 
As glorious as the Bit quꝛen reaown'.!, 
Who ſuck'd the poilon ircem her huſiband's wound.- 
Nor to the 3% alone are nymphs inclin' d, 
But every beider vice cf bold mankind. 
O Juvexartt ies thy ivverer rige! 
To lath the ranker iuliics s. 
Are there, among the fem PE of our 11>, 
Such faults, at which it is a fait to ue? | 
There are. Vice, once by #54 /t nature chain'd 
Aud l, gal biet, expatiates uareitraiu'd; 
Wichou: thin gecercy held up to view, 
Naked the talks o'er Li a. ad G too. 
D 3 | Our 
7 — gelen quis dicere falinm Pos, 
Audcat ? Vea, 
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Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary _ 
Men ſigh in vain for nene, but for their ace; 
Who -arry to be free, to range the more, | 
And wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 
What foul eruptions, from a look moſt meek! 
What thunders buriting, from a dimpled check! 
Their Faſiant bear it with a lofty hand! 
Put then, their ran is at due command. 
Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his lite ? 
Truſt no ſoul with the ſecret - but his wife. 
Wives wonder that then conduct I condemn, 
And atk, what kindred is a ſpsu/e to them? 

What twarms of am'rous . indmothers | ſee! 
And milles, ancient in iniquity! 
Wha: blaſting whitpers, and what loud declaiming ! 
What lying, drinking, bawding, ſwearing, gaming! 
Friendikip to cold, ſueh warm incontinence; 
Such griping av'rice, ſuch profuſe expence; 
Su. h dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes; 
Such licens'4 ill, ſuch maſquerading times; 
Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe ; 
Such flatter'd guilr, and ſuch inverted laws; 
Such diſſolution through the whole I find, 
i'is not 4 world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sur{4ys have no balls, the well-dreſs'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of hell ; 
Au] caits an eve of feet difdaii. on all, 
Who liſtens leſs ro C—xs, than St. Paul. 
Atheilts have been but rare; ſince nature's birth, 
Till now, She-atheiits ne'er appear'd on earth. 
Ye men ot deep reſearches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring character, in timorous things? 

Who | 
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Who {tart at tier, from an 5115.7 , 
A match for nothing—bur che Dei. 
But, not to wrong the fair, the muſe ind 63. 
In this purſuit they court net fame alone ; 
Bur join to that a more fubllantial view, 
* From thinking tree, to he tree agents too.“ 
They itrive w ith their Gau 3 and keep chem 
down, 
In compl:tunce to all the tools in town. 
O now they tremble at the name of pr ud. ! 
And die with ſha: at thought of being 2! 
For whit will A: rittis, the rich and gay, 
Wir will the wits, that is, the coxcombs fay? 
They heuv'n defy, to carth's vile Iregs a lave; : 
Through cowardice, mott exeerably brass. 
With our own Jud;zinents durit we to Or 
In virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 
Riſe then, my muſe, in kouck fur y rite; 
They dread a Satire, who &:fy the Skies. 
Atheiſts are few: moi nymphs a Coditad own ; 
And nothing but his e?7ributes duthrons, 
From atheiits far, they ſtedtullly Helle 
God is, and is Alwoity — toe. 
His other excellence they'i rot oilpute;: 
But mercy, ſure, is His chief aibure, 
Shall pleaſures of a tert duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlauing pain ? 
Will the great Author us poor worms detroy, | 
For now and then a / ct tranſient joy ? 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood ; 
He's like themiclves ; or how could he be good? 
And they blaſpheme, who blackes ſchemes ſuppoſe. — 
Devoutly, thus, Jerovan they depoſe, | 
„ | The 


80 LOVE or FAME, Sat. VT. 


The pure ! the juſt! and ſet up, in his fiead, 
A deity, that's perfectly avell-bre. 
% Dear T—L—x! bcture the beſt of men 
« Nor thought he more, than thought great Oxickx. 
« Thouzh once upon a time he mitbehav'd ; 
&« Poor Sa Tas! doubile(s he'll at length be ſav'd. 
* Let th m :ant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
«© And drs their notions, like themſelves, in buck 
„ Fright us with terrors of a world antnñsᷣ)œↄe, 
From joys cf this, to keep them all their ow. 
« Ot earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
“ Þut then they leave our untyth'd virtue free. 
ue a pretty thing ta make a ſhow : 
« Did ever mortal write like Roche AUT!“ 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologitt, 
And, pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 
Let angel-torws angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's face ? 
Virtue made vfb in outward grace ? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſlie charms, the more the ſhocks mankind. 
But chars decline: the Fair long vigils keep: 
They fleep no ed ! + Pruadrille has murder'd fleep. 
« Poor K --p! cries ee - I have not been there 
« Thetc two nights; the poor creature will deſpair. 
« I hate a croud—but to do good, you know 
„And people of condition thould beſtow.” 
_ Coorine'd, o'ereome, to K—?'s grave matrons run; 
Now et a daughter, and now /ta4: a ſon ; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly; 
And beggar half their race—through charity. 


Immortal 
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Immortal were we, or elle mortal quzte, 
I Icis thould blame tlus criminal deligut: 
| But ſince the gay aſſembly's gay elt room 
Is but an upper ſtory to toine comb, 
Methinks, we need not our /hbort beings ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, conterd to be undone. 
We need not buy our rain with our cine, 
And give eternity to murder ie. 
The love of gaming is the wortt of ills; 
With ceulclels itorins the blacken'd joul it ſills; 
Inveighs at heav'n, utgleds the ties of blood; 
Deiroya the pow n will ot doing good; 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in difgrace, 
And, what is ſtill more dreadtul---ipoils your taccs 
See yonder tet of tineves that live on ſpoil, 
The /, and the run of our ile ! 
And tee, (range fight !) amid thut riffian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 
That rattles loud: a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which. loud as g on the board tlie Knocks 
And as fierce ſtorms, which carth's toundation thuvk, 
From ZEorvs's cave impetuous broke, 
From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flies, 
Fear, rage, convuliton, tears, oaths, blaſphem 
For men, I mean — the {air diſcharges none 
She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to b eav'n alone. 
See her eyes ſtart! cheeks glow ! and muſcles bye ell. 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her t nigius employs! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys ! 
And when che cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her PIUS lays her aking heads | 
With the dear images her evans are crovwn'd, 
The 4 die ſpins lovely yy Or the cards go round; 
Oh Tongan ane 


| 
| 
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Imaginary ruin charms her tilt ; 

Her happy lord is cuckol'd by h. 

And it the's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one, 

Ile marks the forehead of her darling ton. 
O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair, 


Why is tue rich Arrives? ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly ſeat, 


And hide his glories in a mean retreat? 
Why that drawn ſword? And whence that diſinal 
! 
Why pale dictr acon through the family ? 
See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And treiabling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay 2 to diſtant regions ſent? 
What fiends that er's deſtin'd match prevent 
Why the whole Route in ſudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laſt night---my lady pd. 
But wanders not my Satire from her theme : ? 
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Though now your hearts on /ucre are beſtow' d, 

 Pwas firflt a coun de valium to the mode ; 

Nor cenie we here, fince 'tis a vice to ſtrong; 

The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 

This may be faid, in honour of our times, 

That none now Rand dijtinouiſh'd by their crimes, 
If fin you muſt, take nature tor your guide: 

Love has ſome ſoft excule to tooth your pride: 

Ye fair apoſtates from love's ancient pow'r ! 

Can nothing ravi/h, but a golden ſhower ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ; 

Muſt Curm learn to , cre he can pleaſe 2? 

When you're enamour'd of a e or caſt, 


What can the preacher more, to make us chaſte ? 


Why 
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Why mult ſtrong youths dauere, pine away? 
They find no woman diſengag'd — from play. 
Why pine the marry'd ?—O ſeverer fate! 

They find from play no diſengag'd — eſtate. 
FLravia, at lovers falſe, untouch*d, and bord, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 

Nor Axkla's bible can ſecure her age; 

Her threeſcore years are uffling with her page. 
While death ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To iweep tat ſtake, in juſtice, long his own 5 
Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur, ihe takes fire; 
Or, like 1nuts n in ſockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods : with new delights in!fire the Fair; 
Or give us, and fave us from deſpair. 

Sous, brothers, tathers, huſbands, APY clofe 

In my complaint, and brand your fins in %%: 

Yet 1 belisve, as firmly as my Creed, 
Ta ſpite oi al our wudom, you'll proceed: 

Our pride io great, our pathon is 10 lirengs 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 

[ hear you cry, „ Thus fellow's very odd.“ 
When en chultile, who would not ifs the rod 
But Vve a charm your anger mali controul, 

And turn your cyes Wita Culunzls on the vale. 

Tue charin begins! Vo youder flood of light, 

That burits o' er gluomy Hyitain, turn your hight, 
What guardian pow'roerwhelias your jouls With aw. 
Her desds arc precepts, her exdilipic law; 
'Midit empire's charms, how CAxOLISA's heart 
lows wich the love of virtue, and of art? 
Fler tavour is dittus'd to that degree, 

Excets of goodnels! it has dawn don me: 
When in my page, to balance numerous iaults, 
Or godlike deeds were {10wn, or gen 'rous thoughts, 
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She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 
From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
+ Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind, 
To her own charms molt amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently ſtood, 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryſtal flood; 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, 
And, ſmiling, prais'd the beauties which ſhe gave. 
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To the RICHT HoNOURA BLE 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


Carmina tum tus cum venerit Irs, Canemuzs. « Vine, 


— — 


— 
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N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, 
Smile, WALPOLE, or the N:ze infpire in vain: 

To thee, tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Bxunswicx's glory crowns the whole deſign? 
That glory, which thy counſcls 1nake ſo bright; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take, a luitre from the throne. = 
Nor think that tou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the /fream. 
How all mankind will be ſurpriz'd, to tee 
This flood ol Briti/ folly charg'd ou thee ! 
Say, Britain whence this caprice of thy ſons, 


Wuich thr ough their various ranks with ſury runs? 
'The 
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The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs - | 
For caprice is the daughter ot ſucceſs, YR 
(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe |) 
And gives our rulers undefign'd applauſe ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 
While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal finile, 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading lails in every ſky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recalls my theme agen, 
Ani thews the madnets of aiabitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodihed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. 
Ihe follies pait are of a private kind; 
Their ſphere is tmall; their miſchief is confin'd: 
But daring men there are (Awake, my mule, 
And raite thy verſe!) who bolder frenzy chuſe; 
Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away ; 
The world their field, and humankind their prey. 
The Grecian chief, tht enthufiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and terror ſtalking by his fide, 
Raves round the globe; he toars into a god! 
Stand fait, C/ympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. 
The pett divine in horrid grandeur reigns, | 
And thrives on mankind's miteries and pains. 
What fluughter'd hots! What cities in a blaze! 
What walted countries“ and what crunſon ſea: / 
Witlc orphans tears his impious bowl overtiows,. 
And cries of kinguums luli him to repoſe. 
And cannot turice ten hundred years unpraiſe 
The bollt'rdus boy, and blait his guilty bays? | D 
Way want we then cucounums on the /m, 
Or famine, or volcano? They pertorm 


— 


Their | 


Sat. VII. Tax UNIVERSAL Passton. 87 


Their mighty deeds; they, hero-like, can ay, 
And ſpread their ample deſarts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown ! 
With dearth, and peſtilence, to ſhare the crown. 
When men cxtol a wild deſtroyer's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 
One to deltroy, is murder by the law; 
And gibbets keep the lilied hand in awe; 
To murder t/ouſards, takes a ſpecious name, 
iVar's gbrious art, and gives immortal fame. 
When, after battle, 1 che field have teen 
Spread d'er with ghaitly thapes, which once were 
men; 
A nation crulh'd, a nation of the from 7 
A realm of death! and on this tide the grave 
Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry finiles away? 
How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 
How honeit nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 
How was I thock'd to think the hero's trade 
Ot uch materials, ſume and trizmph made! 
Ho guilty theſe ! Yet not lets guilty theys 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way: 
Who wrap dettruction up in gentle words, 
Aud bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their ſwords ; 
Who itifie nature, and tublitt on art; 
Who coin the face, and petrity the heart ; 
All real kindueſs ior the thew diſcard, 
As marble polith'd, and as marble hard; 
Wo do for gold what Chriltians do chrough Grace, 
© With cpen arms their enemies embrace; 
Wi give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 
The thianeſt food on which a wretch can dine :” 
| Or, 
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Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 
And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
WaryoLt, when men forget to copy thee. 
Here ceaſe, my Mule ! the catalogue is writ ; 
Nor one more candidate tor {a2 admit, 
Though diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim: 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 
May furniſh laughter for another year. 
Then let Cr1seino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The ju/tice yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait ; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in tome future ſtrain. 
Some future train, in which the Mule thall tell 
How ſcieuce dwindles, and how volumes ſwell. 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the /. 
Ho tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 
Ho miſers ſquceze a young voluptuous peer; 
His fins to Lucirer not half fo dear 
How VERAREs is lets qualify'd to iteal 
With ſword and piltol, than with wax and feal. 
How lawyers” tees to ſuch exceſs are run, | | 
That clients are redrets'd Gill they're undone. 
How one man's anguith is another's 1port 
And ev'n denials co't us dear at court. 
How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. | 
This warm ot themes that ſettles on my pen, | | 
Which I, like ſummer flies, thake off agen, | 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey: 
That 
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That duty done, I haſten to complete 

My own delign ; tor Tossex's at the gate. 
The love of Fame in its effect lurvey'd, 
The Mule has ſung; be now the cauſe diſplay'd: 
Since to difulive, and lo wide its [ways 
W hat is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
dhot from above, by heav'n's indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raile, to deity, mankind, 
Still burning brightelt in the nobleſt mind. 
By large - ſoul'd nien, tor thirſt of fame renown'd, 
Wie laws were fram'd, and ſacred arts were found; 
Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reit ; 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's brealt ; 


It bids ArGrYLL in fields and ſenates ſhine. 


What more can prove its origin divine? 

But, oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul, 

On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 

Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent. 
__ AmsiTton, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots, and beauties, an alternate ſource ; 
Hence Gil po rails, that raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit ; 

And in art- loving ScaxBoROUGH is ſeen 

How kind a pattern Por rio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcoambs burnithes our fools 5 

Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Nawro lifts above a mortal height ; 1 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit the clears 

Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 

Mh, and in what degrees, pride {ways the foul ? 
(For 
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(For though in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 

Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
Ye doctors! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 

As true, as if *twere writ in dulleſt proſe; 

As if a letter'd dunce had faid, . Tis right,” 

And imprimatur uſher'd it to light. 
AMBITION, in the truly noble mind, 

With Siſter-virtue is for ever join'd ; 

As in fam'd Lucatce, who, with equal dread, 


From guilt, and ſhame, by her laſt conduct, fled ; 


Her virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the ſlave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her Love of Fame obcy'd. 

In meancr minds ambition works alone 
But with tuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature and in mien, 

+ The God and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
_ Falſe Julius, ambuſh'd in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

No maſk in baſe/t minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears: 

All I have ſung are inſtances of %ig, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 

Ye vain! deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife; 
Be wiſe, and quit the /e ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, 

Where juftice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Where izward dignity joins outward (tate ; 
Our purp.ſe good, as our atchievement great; 
Where public bleſſings public praiſe attend; 
| Where glory is our motive, not our end. 


fAMPHIYTRION. 


Would'ſt 
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Would'ſt thou be fant? Have thoſe high deeds in 


| view, 
| Brave men would ad, though /cindal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a Prince! whom no ſwolu thoughts inflame; 
No pride oi thrones, no fever after Fame ? 
Dut when the wellare of mankind infpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought zlory tires, 8 | 
Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight; | 
Then crowns, then triumphs, ſparkle in his fight ; 
Tmlt and ni are dear, which with them bring 
IIis people's blellings to their ardent king: 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaie, 
His ſwelling foul ſubſides to native peace; 
From tedious grundeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſadden toe to ſplendor and applauſe ; 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 
O pride celeſtial! which can pride ditdain ; 
O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vain. 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the ſky, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 
Here burſt the Rhone and founding Ps; there ſhine, 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine; | | 
From the rich (tore one truittul urn ſupplies, 
| Whole kingdoms ſinile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. | 
In Brxuxswick fuch a ſource the Mule adores, | 
Which public bleflings through half Zurpe pours. | 
When his heart burns with tuch a godlike aim, | 
Angels and GeokGe are rivals for the fame; | 
Gros gt, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd Satire into praiſe. 
Nor 4uman rage alone his pow'r perccives, 
But the mad wings, and the tumultuous wave. 


Ev'n 


t The king in davger by fea, 


92 LOVEor FAME, Ke. Sat. VII. 


Ev'n ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters 1) forbear, 

And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 

Thus, nature's jclf, ſupporting man's decree, 

Stiles Britain's ſovereign, ſovereign of the ſea. 
While fea and air, great Baunswick ! thook our 

State, 

And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 

Depriv'd of what the lov'd, and preſs'd by fear, 

Ot ever loſing what the held molt dear, 

How did BarTAx NIA, like F AcniLlLEs, weep, 

And tell her ſorrows to the kindred deep? 

Hang over the floods, and, in devotion warm, 

Strive, for Thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ? 
What felt thy WaLyorLE, pilot of the realm? 

Our Patinurus þ flept not at the helm; 

His eye ne'er clos'd ; long ſince enur'd to wake, 

And out-watch every ftorm for Bxunswicx's fake: 

By thwarting paſſions tofs'd, by cares oppreſt, 

He found the tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt : 

But zow, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 

No pow'rs of language —but his own, can tell ; 

His own, which nature and the graces form, 

At will, to raiſe, or huſh, the civil ſtorm. 
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SB AT FR SS 
— Ci applauſe 1 B —— e, or lo me. 
Blackmore (Sir Richard.) 
m=— Churchm: en /cripture, for the cla//iciy, quilt 5 
Peuilite apoſtates 7 % God's grace, I wit. 

X. B. Virgil, Horace, Terence, Catullus, Tibul. 
lus, Propertius, Manilius, Lucretius, Longinus, 
Ciceronis opera, Cæſaris comment. Homer, Oc. 
were publithed by Biſhop Hare, Dr. Bentley, 
Dr. Davis, Dr. Clarke, Dr. Pearce, Sc. 


Se bumour, Stecle (Sir Richard.) 
P— —y*s eloquence. Pulteney (William, Efa;}): 


if at his title F-—— had dropt bis guill, &c 
Dr. Trapp, when proſeſſor of poetry in the u- 
niverſity of Oxford, wrote Prelectioues Poetica, 
Poeiical Lectures, which were deſervedly eſteem- 
el; but upon his blank-verſe verſion of Virgil, 
volume the firſt, Doctor Evans of St. John's col- 
1-2, Oxon, ſent the ſulowing Liſtich: 
— | | Read 


Read tie commandments, Tra; Ps tranſlate u- _ - 

ther ; 

For there *tis written, Thou ſh; ah do no murder. 

A. is depot d, and B. with pomp reſtor'd. 

This alludes to Mr. Theobald's publication of a 
book, intitled, Shakeſpeare Reſtor'd, in oppoſi- 
tion to Mr. Pope's Edition of that author. _ 

S , hell out-da., Chandos (Duke of ) | 

— B—l—tsn, thy taſte is not ſo true. 

Burlington (Earl of) 

Net F — felf more. Parian charms has known, 

Nor is good P—b—-ke more in love with ſtone. 

Sir Andrew Fountain, and the late Earl of Pem- 
broke, both great admirers of antique ſtatues. 

Put off at night with lady B Hair. 

The venerable grey-headed Counteſs of Briſtol. 

Fewer grave lords to $-—— pe diſcreetly bend. 

Mr. Scroope, a great money-lender. 


TA LF 1 HK II. 

Paul Diack, who gave name to a tulip, was an ho- 
neſt, toping, old citizen of London, and a great 
ſtock· jobber. 

f turs'd ubpholſtorer, &ce. 

Tonſon (Jacob) fitted up many libraries of gilt 
books tor South- ſea coxcombs, 1720. 

——Leaves to Y—— Orrery (Charles Earl of) 

D —— Dorſet (Earl of) the poet's patron. 

1 D-—— tettering. Miſs Duncomb. 

— - the Stagyrite. Ariſtotle. 

Fence, D. „ that openneſs 3f heart. Dodington. 

St fe in wit, in breedins D —I[—ne. 


Stanhope, Earl of Cheſterfield. Deloraine (Lord) 
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FT 

1 - oges unmercifully keen. Lady Hervey. 
Hell, H — r, daſt thou thy maſter ſerve. 

Heiddegger, director of the maſquerades. 
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| . 
t'lils — — mourns, &c. | 
Anthony Collins, Eſq; founder of the ſect of 
Free-thinkers. 
C——; who matcs ſo merry ith the Creed. 
The ſame A. Collins. | 
Ard =—t is a ſid, and F—— a ſaze. 
3 —— ill fright you, E engage. 
. Dr. Ar buthnot, Daniel de Foe, Sir Charles Sed- 


ley. 
5 — 7s the worff of friends. Suſſex. 
Dy is fur. Dutcheſs of Qucenſberry. 


5— the foremeſt leyman of his time. 
Sloan (Sir Hans,) alluding to his Muſeum. 
* nh ty F — Js Lady Jerſey. 
BB —— le ſnines in council, NI t in the gie: 
P—l—'s magnijiceaty but J— can write. | 
Boyle (Charles) Earl of Orrery. Mordaunt 
(Charles) Earl of Peterborow. Pelham, Duke 
bl Newcattle. John Dennis. 
Hill Ii ——t pardon, if 1 dare commend ; 
H——t, with zoal, a patron, and a friend: 
A -— le true wil is fludious ia reſtore e 
And D —t piles if Phæbus ſinil'd before. 
P—--- xo, in years, the 28 -lic*d arts admirers 
Aud Ferrictia like a muſe inſpires. 
_ Harcourt (Lord Chancellor.) Argyle (Duke ef.) 


Dorſet (Duke of.) Thomas Pembroke (late 
Earl of.) 5 


Lady 
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Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh Holles Harley. 
Character of Augultus, in the conclufion, applied 
to his late Ma jelty (George I. 


. 
Foubert has the forming of the fair. 
Major Foubert, a a riding-malter, | 
Sir .. | Sir Hans Sloan, M. D. 


The fair phil pher to Roauley flieg. 
Lad * — | Daſhw ood or Dyfart · 


* The late Mr. Rou'er, an eminent mathematical · in ſtrumem 
maker, under St, Dunſtau's church in Fleet - itreet. 


inn . 
Zinck, the greateſt maſter in miniature, and enamel 
painting, in Europe. 5 


H——y the it evit. Lord Hervey. 

Cruel R—— (>. Duke of Richmond. 

G — 7. Lady Betty Germain. 

H——, P-—, B——. Hervey, Pearce, Blount, 
(Ladies.) 

Co | Collins (Anthony, Eſq; ) 


T—[-7n, Archbiſhop Tillotſon's and Dr. Burnet”: 
_ doctrine of the non-eteruity of hell-torments. 
X ——þ. Mrs. Kemp, keeper of a an aſſemblee. 
Carilina's heart, &c. 
Acknowledoment of the late Queen” S 3 to the 
author. 
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RO TAL ENCOURAGEMENT 


OF T BE 


SEA-SERVICE 


E I THINK 


1 THINK Myſelf oviiged to recommend to you a 

conſideration of the greateſt importance; aud 
1 re look upon it as a great happinefſs, if, at the 
beginning of my reign, [ could fer the foundation 
1 0 o ſo great and neceſtary a work, as the increaſe 
an d encouragement of our feamen in hk that 
they may be invited, rather than compelled by force 
ard v :olence, to enter into the ſervice of their coun- 
try, as oft as occaſion thall require it: A confidera- 
tion worthy the repreſentatives of a people great and 
Pouriſhing in trade and navigation This leads me 
to mention to you the caſe of Greeaxwich AHofpital,that 
care may be taken, by tome addition to that fund, 
to reader comfortable and eſſectual that chuitable 
provition, for tne {uppoit and maintenance ef our 
icamen, worn out, and become decrepit by age and 
infirmities, in the lervice of their couutry. [Sean Hg 


Jan. 27, 1727-0] 
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\ LD Ocrax's praiſe 
Demands my lays ; 
A truly Briti/h theme I ſing; 
A theme lo great, 
I dare complete, 
And j join with Oczan, Ocean's King. 
| II. 
The Run Ode 
Majeltic flow'd; 
Its ſercam divinely clear, and ſtrong; 
In ſenſe, and ſound, 
Thebes roll'd profound; 
The torrent rour'd, and foam'd along. 
IL 
Let T#/-bes, nor Ryme, 
So tam'd, preſume 
To triumph o'er a northern iſle ; 
Late time ſhall know 
The North can glow, 
[f dread AucusTus deign to ſinile. 
IV. 
The Naval crown 
Is all his own! | 
Our Fleet, if «var, or commerce, call, 


. | His 
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His will performs 
Through waves and ſtorms, 
And rides in triumph round the ball. 
| | V. 
No former race, 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to ravith durſt afpire ; 
With virgin charms 
My ſoul it warms, 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 
VI. 
My lays I file 
With cautious toll ; 
Ye graces ! turn the glowing lines; 
On anvils neat 
Your ſtrokes repeat; 
At every ſtroke the work refines! 
VII. 
How muſic charms : 
How metre warms : 
Parent of actions, good and brave 
How vice it tames ? 
And worth inflames ? 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave! 
VIII. 
Fove mark'd for man 
A ſcanty ſpan, 
But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 
Hit ſcorns the grave; 
To wit he gave | 
The life of gods ! immortal bloom ! 
IX. 
Since years will fly, 
And pleaſures die, 
Day after day, as years advance ; Since, 


To TRE KING. 


Since, while life laſts, 
Joy ſuffers blaſts 
From frowning /ute, and fickle chance; 
„ 
Nor lite is long; 
But ſoon we throng, 


Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ſhore; 


We make, at !ealt, 
Ot bad the beſt, | 
If in life's r Fane, we ſoar. 
Xl. | 
Our ſtrains divide 
Ihe laurel's pride; 
With thoſe we lift to life, to live; 
By fame enroll'd 
| With heroes bold, 
And ſhare the bleſſings which we give. 
Se = 
What hero's praiſe 
Can fire my lays, 
Like his, with whom my lay begun ? 
& Fuſtice ſincere, 
And courage clear, 
Riſe the two columns of his throne. 
XIII. 
« How form'd for ſway ? 
« Who look, obey ; 
They read the monarch in his port + 
„Their love and awe 
| « Supply the /aw ; 
« And his own lultre makes the court: 
| XIV. 
On yonder height, 
What golden light 
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Triumphant ſhines? And thines al:ne ? 
Unrivall'd blaze! 
The nations gaze! 
”];s not the Sun; 'tis Britain's throne. 
XV. 
Our Nonarch, there, 
Kear'd high in air, 
Should tempeſts rife, diſdains to bend; 
Ike Baitiqh oak, 
VDoerides the ſtroke; 
H:s blooming honours fur extend ! 
XVI. 
Beneath them lies, 
With hiited eyes, 
Fair Alben, like an amorous maid ; 
While i»tereſt wings 
Bold toreign kings 
To fly, like e..ples, to his thade. 
| XVII. 
At his proud foot 
ne , pour'd out, 
Immortal nourithment ſupplies; 
Thence wealth any) flute, 
And power and fate, 
Witch Europe reads in GroxGE's eyes. 
| XVIII. | 
From what we view, 
We take the clue, 


Which leads from great to greater things: 


Men doubt no more, 
But gods adore, 
When ſuch reſemblance ſhines in kings. 
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I. 
WEET rural ſcene ! 

Of flocks and green! 
At careleſs eaſe my limbs are ſpread ; 
All nature ſtill, 
But yonder r1ll ; 


And liſt'ning pines nod o'er my head: 


Mi 


"_— 
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a II. 
In proſpe& wide, 
The boundleſs e 


Waves ceaſe to foam, and winds to roar 


Without a a ing 
The curling fea | 
Dance on, in meaſure to = ſhore. 
| III. 
Who ſings the /ource 
Ot weulth and Ves? 
Vaſt i214 of commerce and big war, 
Where orders dwell ! 
Where to 17s {well ! 


And Neptune thunders from his car? 


IV. 
Wliere? Where, are they, 
Wiom Praz's ray 


Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave 


Whu! none alpire? 
1 inisch the ly re, 
And plung: into the toaming wave. 
„ 
The wave reſounds! 
| Thie rock rebounds ! 
Tie Nerelu to my iong reply! 
I lead the choir, 
And they conipire, 
With voice and tocll, to lift it high, 
VI. 
Tc; ipread in air 
Their 20joms fair, 
'heir verdaut treſſes pour behind : 


Tho 
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The billows beat | | 
With nimble teet, ; 
With notes triumphant twell the wind. 
VII. 
Who love the thore, 
Let thote adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 
| Parnaſſus' hill, 
And "'rphens? (kill ; 
But let Ariau's harp be mine. 
VIII. 
The main! the main! 
Is Brilain's reign; 
Her ſtrength, her glory, i her fert. 
The main! the main! 
Be Britairs ſtrain; 
As Trileus ſtrong. as Sens ſweet, 
IX. 
Through nature wide 
Is nought deſery'd 
Jo rich in pleaſure or ſurprize; 
When all- ſerene, 
How ſweet the ſcene? 
How dreadful, when the billows r't2 ; 
J 
And ſtorms deſuce 
The fluid gluls, 
In which ere-while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
Like Jeean's bride, 
Adjuſting her majeſtic air ? 
| 2 II. 
When tempeſts ceaſe, 
And, huſl'd in peace, 
E 6 The 
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The flat en'd ſirges ſnoothly ſpread, 
Deep ti'ence keep, 
Fund izem to fle:p 
Recumbent va their 0vz ved 
| | X.l. 
wW; ith what a trance, 
Tae level glance, 
Unbroken, thoots along the ſeas ? 
| Which tempt trom thore 
The painted oar ; 
And every canvas courts the breeze! 
XIII. 
V. hen ruthes forth 
The tri wning north 
On black” ning billows, with what dread 
My mudd- ring foul — 
DBeholds them roll, 
And heats their roarings o'er my head! 
. XIV. 
With terror, wark 
Von flying “are! 
Now center deep dcſceiuthe brave; 
Now, tots'd on high, 
It titkes the iky, 
A feather on the towing wave! 
XV. 
Now ſpins around 
In wIirls protound : 
Now whelm'd ; now pen: ant near the clouds ; ; 
Now ſtunu'd, it reels 
Midit chunders pea!ls : 
And now Herce lightning fires the ſhrouds. 


XVI. All 
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XVI. 
All Ether burns! 
Chaos returns! 
And blends, once more, the ſeas and ſkies: 
No ſpace between 
Thy boſom green, 


0 deep ! and the blue concave, lies. 


XVII. 
The northern blaſt, 
The ſhatter'd malt, 


The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 


The breaking ſpout, 
The ſtars gone out, | 
The boiling ftreight, the monſters ſhock, 
XVIII. 
Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 


Whate' er promotes her daring claim; 


Thoſe terrors charm, 
Which keep her warm 
In chace of honeſt gain, or ſame. 
» SS 
The ſtars are bright 
| To chear the night, 
And ſhed, throu gh thadows, remper'd fire ; 
And Phzbus flames, 
With burnith'd beams, 
Which ſume adore, and all admire. 
XX. 
Are t en the ſeas 
Ouiihone by /e? 
Bright Tc: ! chou art not outſhone 5 
| oo, With 


110 O CE AN. 


With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears chem as thy own. 
XXI. 
There, ſet in green, 
Gold: ſtars are teen, 
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap; 
And when the tun 
His race has run, 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 
XXII. 
Thoſe claudi, whoſe dyes 
Adorn the tkies, | 
That ſilver /:ow, that pearly rain 
Has Phabus ſtole 
| | To grace the pole, 
The plunder of th' invaded main! 
XXIII. 
The gaudy bow, 
Whole cotours glow, 
Whoſe arch with ſo much (kill is bent, 
To Pfrbus ray, 
Which paints ſo gay, 
By thee the wat'ry woof was lent. 
XXIV. 
In chambers deep, 
Where waters flcep, 
What unknown treaſures pave the floor? 
The pearl, in rows, 
Pale luſtre throws; | 
The wealth immenſe, which ſtorms devour, 
XXV. 
From Jnalun mines, 


With proud deſigus, 


The 


An 0 D . 111 


The merchant, ſwoln, digs golden ore; 
The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the prize, 
And toſs him breathlets on the ſhore. 
XXVL 
His ſon complains 
In pious trains, 
Ah cruel thirſt of gold!“ he cries : 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal tor gain, 
The tears yet ſwelling in his eyes. 
XXVII. 
Thou watry vaſt! 
What mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadtul flowings o'er 2 
Thy proudeſt foam 
Muit know its home; 
But rage of gold diſdains a ſhore. 
 XXVIII. 
Gold pleaſure buys; 
But pleaſure dies, 
Too ſoon the grols fruition cloys 
Though raptures court, 
The ſenſe is hort; 
But virtue kindſes living joys ; 
| XXIX. 
Joys felt alone ! 
Joys atk'd ot none! 
Which time's and fortune's arrows iis : 
Joys that ſublitt, 
Though fates reſiſt, 
An Un precarious, endleſs bliſs ! 
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XXX. 
The ſoul refir'd 
Is molt inclin'd 
To every moral excellence; 
All vice is dull, 
A knave's a fool; 
And virtue is the child of ſenſe. 
XXXI. 
The virtuous mind, 
Nor awave, nor wind, 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, 
The ſhaken ball, 
Nor planet's fall, 
From its s firm baſis can dethrone. 
XXXII. 
This Britam knows, 
And therefore glows 
With gen' rous paſſions, and expends 
Her wealth and zeal 
On public weal, 
And brightens both by god-like ends. 
XXXIII. 
What end ſo great 
As that which late | 
Awoke the genius of the main ; 
Which tow'ring roſe 
With Grone to cloſe, 
And rival great Euiza's reign? 
XXXLV. 
A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne 
To re- inflame a grand deſign; 9 
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That voice ſhall rear 
Yon * faoric fuir, { 
Is nature's roſe at the divine. | 
| XXXV. 
When nature ſprung, 
Bleſt angels ſung, 
And thouted o'er the riſing ball; 
For ſtrains as high 
As nun's can fly, 
T heſe ſea · devoted honours call. 
XXXVI. 
From boiſt'rous ſeas, 
The lap of eaſe 
Receives our wounded, and our old ; _ 
High domes aſcend ! 
| Stretch'd arches bend ! 
Proud — ſwell ! wide gates unfold! 
| | XXXVII. . 
Here, ſoft-reclin'd, 
From wave, from wind, 
And fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 
To cheat their care, 
Ot tormer war 
They talk the pleaſing Hadoaus o'er. 
XXXVIIL. 
In lengthen'd tales, 
Our fleet prevail: ; 
In tales the lenitives of age! 
And o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſniag y9u75, to martial rage. 


* A new fund for Greenwich hoſpital, recommended from the 
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XXXIX. 
Unhappy they! 
And falſely gay! 
Who baſk for ever in ſucceſs; 
A conſtant feaſt 
Quite palls the taſte, 
"had has enjoyment is diſtreſs. 
XL. 
When, after toil, 
His native foil 
The panting mariner regains, | 
What tranſport flows 
From bare repoſe ? 
We reap our pleaſure from our pains. 
II 
Ye warlike ſlain ! 
Beneath the main, 
Wrapt i in a wat'ry winding ſheet; 
Who bought with Mood 
Your country's good, 
Your country's | full-blown glory greet. 
ES 5D 
What pow'rful charm 
Can death diſarm ? 
Your long, your iron ſlumbers break ? 
Py Foe, by Fame, 
By Groschk's name, 
Awake! awake! awake! awake! 
| XLIII. 
With ſpiral ſhell, 
Full i laſted, tell, 
That all your wat'ry realms ſhould ring; 


+ Written ſoon atter K. George the Firſt's acceſũon. 
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Lou prar/-uleoves, 
Your. ra- grooves, 
Should echo £ r and B, kiag. 
XLIX. 
As long as itars 


As Cazotixa's virtacs pleaſc, 
Or funs invite 
| The ravith'd fight, 
The Britiſh flug thall weep the ſeat, 
| XLV. 
Poculiar both! 
Our foils frrong growth, 
And our bold natives” burdy mind ; 
Sure heaven belpoke 
Our +earts and oak, 
To give a maſter to mankind 
WIS 4K 6 3 
That nobleſt birth 
Ot tceming earth, 
Of foreſts fair, that daughter proud, 
To foreign coaits 
Our grandeur boaſts, 
And Britain's pleuſure {peaks aloud ; 
XLVII. 
Now big with rar, 
Sends tate from tar, 
If rebel realms their tate demand ; 
Now, ſumptuous tpoils 
Of toreign /i 
Pours in the bolom ot our land. 
wo XLVIII. 
Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 
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The fate of kingdoms, and of kings ; 


And as the trowns, 
Or ſmiles, on crowns 
A night, or day of glory, ſprings. 
| | XLIX. 
Thus Ocean ſwells. 
The ſtreams and rills, 
And to their borders lifts them high ; 3 
Or elſe withdraws 
The mighty cauſe, 
And leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. 
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* The BRITISH Sailor's Exultat ien. 


II. His Prayer before Engagement. 
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DEDICATION. 
| TO 
"Mz. VOLTAIRE 

N V muſe, a bird of paſſage, flies 
| From frozen climes to milder ſkies ; 


From chilling blaſts the ſeeks thy chearing beam, 
A beam of favour, here deny'd ; 
Conſcious of taults, her bluſhing pride 
Hopes an aſylum in ſo great a name. 
- 
To dive full deep in artiert day:, 
To warriar's ardent deeds to raile, 
And ::narchs aggrandize ; the glory, Thine ; 
Thine is the drama, how renown'd ? | 
Thine, Eyic's loftier trump to ſound; 
But let Axlox's ſea- ſtrung harp be Mine: 
| 1 III. 
| But where's his di? Know'ſt thou, where? — 
May that be found in Thee, VorTaikt ! 
Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
1 5 „ 
Annals of the Emperor CHARLES XII. Lewis XIV. 
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How will thy name illuſtrious raiſe 
My finking ſong ? Mere mortal luys, 
So patroniz'd, are reſcu'd trom the grave. 
IV. | 
„Tell me, ſay'ſt thou, who courts my ſaile ? 
„What ſtranger ſtray'd from yonder ifle ?? — 
No ſtranger, Sir! though born in foreign climes ; 
On Dorſet 3 when Mirrox's page, 
With S/n and Death, provok'd thy rage, 
| Thy rage provok'd, who ſooth'd with gentle rhymes ? 
| V. 
I/ho kindly couch'd thy cenſure's eye, 
And gave thee clearly to deſcry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy ſtrong ? 
Js half inclin'd thee to confeſs, 
| Nor could thy modeſty do leſs, 
That Mir ron's blindneſs jay not in his ſong ? 
But ſuch debates "Rn ſince are flown ; 
For ever ſet the ſuns that thone 
On airy paſtimes, ere our brows were grey: 
How ſhortly ſhall we Both forget, 
To thee my patron, I A debt, 
And thou to thine, for Pruſſia's golden key. 
"FILL 
'The preſent, in oblivion caſt, 
Full ſoon thall ſleep, as fleeps the paſt ; 
Full ſoon the wide diſtinction die between 
The ſrowns, and favours of the great; 
High- fluſh'd ſucceſs, and pale defeat ; 
Ihe Gabe gaiety, and Briti/h ſpleen. 
VIII. 
Ye wing'd, ye rapid moments! ſtay:— 
Oh friend! as deaf as rapid, they; 


Life's 
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Liſe's little drama done, the curtain falls! 
Doſt thou not hear it? I can hear, 
Though nothing ſtrikes the liſtening ear; 

Time groaus his laſt ! ETERNAL loudly calls! 

IX. 
Nor calls in vain; the call inſpires 
Far other counſels, and deſires, 

Than once prevail'd; we ſtand on higher ground; 

| What ſcenes we ſee !——Exalted aim! 
With ardors zexv, our ſpirits flame; 

Ambition bleſt ! with more than /avure/s crown'd. 
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A 
ne 
ODE the FIRST. 


The BRITISH SaiLok's Exultation. 


| 
N lofty ſounds let thoſe delight, 
Who brave the foe, but fear the fight; 
And bold in word, of arms decline the ſtroke: 
'Tis mean to boaſt ; but great to lend 
To foes the counſel of a friend, 
Aud warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 
II. 
From whence ariſe theſe loud alarms ? 
Why gleams the ſouth with brandiſh'd arms? 
War bath'd in blood, from cur't ambition tprings : 
Ambition, mean! ignoble pride! 
Perhaps their ardors may ſubſide, 
When weigh'd the wonders Britain's ſailor ſings. 
Ii. Hear, 
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| III. 
Hear, and revere.— At Byiluin's nod, 
From each enchanted grove and wood, 
Haſtes the huge oak, Or thadeleſs foreſt leaves 5 
The mountain pines allume new forms, 
K canvaus- wings, and fly through ſtornis, 
And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 
W. 
She node again : The labouring earth 
Diicloſes a tremendous birth; 
In ſmoaking rivers runs her molten ore; 
Thence, monſters of enormous ſize, 
And hideons aſpect, threat'ning rite, 
Flame from the deck, from trembling baitions roar. 
| ns © 
Theſe miniſters of fate fulfil, 
On empires wide, an 7//and's will, 
| Whenthrones unjuſt wakevengeance: Know, yepow'rs! 
In ſudden night, and ponderous balls, 
And floods of anne, the tempelt falls, 
When brav'd Britamniu's awful ſenate low'rs, 
| VI. 
In her * grand council ſhe ſurveys, 
In patriot picture, what may rale, 
Of inſolent attempts, a warm diidain; 
From hope's triumphant ſumtuit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, frifily down 
The wealth of Id, und confidence of Spain. 
” VII. 
Britannia ſheaths her courage keen, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine: 
Her cazx;n ſlumber, till the proud aſpire, 


1 And 


| * Houſe of Lords. 
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| And leave all law below them; then they blaze 
They thunder from reſounding ſeas, 
Touch'd by their injur'd maſter's ſoul of fire. | 
An. 
Then furies riſe ! the battle raves ! 5 
And rends the ſkies! and warms the waves 
And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, ſpite of Jovr, | 
While all-ſerene, and huth'd above, | 
Tumultuous winds in azure chambers flcep. | 
IX. 
A thouſand deaths the burſting bomb 
Hurls from her diſembowel'd womb ; 
Chain'd, glowing globes, in dread alliance, join'd, 
Red-wing'd by ſtrong, ſulphureous blalts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men, and maſts; 
And leave 3 naked, blood-drown'd, decks behind. 
1 
Dwarf ha riſe in tented fields ; 
The wreath immortal, ocean yields; 
There war's whole ſting is ſhot, whole fire is ſpent, 
Whole glory blooms : How pale, how tame, 
How lambenrt is BeLLoxna's flame; 
How her ſtorms languiſh on the continent? 
XI. 
From the dread front of antient war 
Leſs terror frown'd ; her ſcythed car, 
Her caſtled elephant, and batt'ring beam, 
Stoop to thoſe engines which deny 
Superior terrors to the ſky, 
And boaſt their clouds, their thunder, and theis "REY | 
XII. 
The flame, the thunder, and the cloud, 
The night by day, the ſea of blood, 
Hoſts 
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Hoſts whirl'd in air, the yell of ſinking throngs, 
The graveleſs dend, an 2cean warm'd, 
A tirmament by mui tals ſtorm'd, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 
XIII. 
Or do I dream? Or do I rave? 
Or fee I Vuurcax's ſooty cave, 
Where jovx's red bolts the giant brothers frame? 
Thoſe ſwarthy gods ot fai and heat, 
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat, 
And panting tempetts rouze the roaring flame. 
. 
Ye ſons of tus! hear my call; 
Unfinith'd let thoſe baubles fall, | 
Yon thicld of Mars, M:ix:avats helmet blue: 
Your itrokes ſuſpend, ye brawny throng ! 
Charm'd by the ma; gie of ray long, 
Drop the teron'd thunder, and attempt the : 
| | + 4 
Begin: And, firſt, take the rapid 7, 
"Sel flame, and clouds of thickeit 727-7 
And ghaitly err, paler than the dean 
Then, borrow from the rorth his rar, 
Mix groans, and deute; one prev pour 
Ot wrong'd ris Wrath; and it is made; 
G. al Rarts, and trembles, —at your Creadiul trag? 


* 'Alluding to VIA G L's deſcep hen of thunder 
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IN WHICH IS 


The SxiLok's Prayer before Engagement. 
5 0 | 
WO | 
N O form'd the bolt, ordain'd to break | 
Gaul's haughty plain, and Brurbon thake 3 | 
It Britain's crimes ſupport not Britain's foes, | 
And edge their [words : O Pow'r Divine! : 
If bleſt by Face the bold deſigu, | | 
Enbuttled holts a fingle arm o'erthrows. 
II. 
Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain's caule, by fame enroll'd 
in Ucathlets annual! deathleſs deeds inſpire; 
From o0zy beds, tor Britain's fake, 
Awake, illuſtrious chiefs! awake; 
And kindle | in your {us paicrnal fire. 
III. 
The day commitloned from Above, 
Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove, 
Ir wa T's full hock too fe. Je to ſuſtain; 
Or /- to ſtand its final blow, 
When vital ſtreams of blood ſhall flow, 
And turn to crimſon the diſcolour'd main; 


IV. That 
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IV. 
That day's arriv'd, that fatal hour 
« Hear us, O hear, Almighty Pow' 1 
„Our guide in counſel, and our ſtrength in fight ! 
„Now war's important die is thrown, 
If left the day to man alone, 
6 How blind is — and how weak is might 2 ? 
V. 
« Let uw hearts, and awful fear, 
Let deep remorſe, and ſighs ſincere 
% For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appeaſe; 
„A wrath, more formidable tar 
„han angry nature's walteful war, 

— The whirl of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas. 

. VI. 

& From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 
„To Thee, at nature's helm on high! 

e Steer Thou our conduct, dread OmnieoTENnCE | 
To Thee for ſuccour we retort ; 
„Thy favour is our only port; 

0 Our only rock of ſafety, thy defence. 

VII. 
„O Thou, to whom the lions roar, 
| © And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
« Thy throne our burits of cannon loud invoke: 
„Thou canſt arreſt the flying ball ; 
4 Or fend it back and bid it fall 


8 On thoſe, from whoſe pi oud deck the thunder broke. 


VIII. 
” Britain, in vain, extends her care 
«© lo climes “ remote, for aids in war; 
“ Still farther mult it {iretch to crulh the foe ; 


* Ruſt, 


% There” 8 
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ce There's one alliance, one alone, 
& Can crown her arms, or fix her throne; 
„ And that alliance is not found below. 
1 
& ALLY SuPrEM: ! we turn to Thee; 
| « We learn obedience from the fea ; 
% With ſeas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil ; 
« *Tis Thine our blood to freeze, or warm; 
% To rouze, or huth, the martial ſtorm 
& And turn the tide of conqueſt, at thy Will. 
% Tis Thine to beam halide Hawn; 
„Or quench the glories of a crowu ; 
„ *Tis Thine to doom, 'tis Thine from death to free; 
“ To turn aſide his levell'd dart, 
| Or pluck it from the bleeding heart: — 
«& There we calt anchor, we confide in THEE, 
XI. 
« THOU, who haſt taught the ncrth to roar, 
« And ſtreaming + lights nocturnal pour 
+ Of irighrtul aipect! when proud toes invade, 
„Their blatted pride with dread to ſeize, 
Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze; 
„And Gro depute to thunder in thy lead. 
II. 
The 77247 alone is bold, and ſtrong; 
„Black, bvering clouds appall the wrong. 
% With dread of vengeance : Nature's awful Hire! 
„ Leſs than one moment ijhouldlt Thou frown, 
« Where is puiſiance, and renown ? 
++ Thrones tremble, empires link, or worlds expire. 


XIII. «* Let 


+ Aurora Boi calls. 
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XIII. 
« Let GzorGt the juſt chaſtiſe the vain : 
uo, who dolt curb the rebel main, 
« To mount the ſhore when boiling billows rave 
« Bid GeEoRGE repel a bolder tide, 
„The boundleſs ſwell of Gallic pride; 
And check ambition's overwhelming wave. 
XIV. 
And when (all milder means withſtood) 
& Ambition, tum'd by loſs of blood, | 
% Regains her reaſon; then, on angels wings, 
Let peace deſcend, and ſhouting greet, 
With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 
« How richly freighted ! It, triumphant, brings 
« The poiſe of kingdoms, and the fate of kings.” 
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